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PREFACE. 

HE table of contents of this volume would 
seem to be a sufficient preface. I have 
selected those whom I consider repre- 
sentative writers, many of them hitherto 
almost unknown to the English reader, 
though not to the student of French literature, out 
of every century from the twelfth downwards. The 
humourists of the fifteenth century alone will be found 
unrepresented here, unless Rabelais, Avho belongs to 
it by birth, be claimed for it. The reason of this 
omission, as stated in the first chapter, is simply 
that I have in my previous Avork on early French 
poetry discussed all those of that century who could 
come within my limits. For the same reason Clement 
Marot is absent from this volume. No apology is 
needed for the omission from a single volume, covering^ 
so large a space of time as this, of Voltaire. 

I trust the book Avill be found acceptable to those 
who like, as I do, to know as much as possible about 
their authors, and to connect their writings with the 
conditions of their lives and the literary atmosphere 
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they breathed. I have given in translation most of the 
pieces taken to show the character and genius of my 
authors. The greater number are translated for the 
first time, I trust without too much detriment to the 
originals. The whimsical poem of Ver-Vert is given 
nearly in full. 

Two or three of these studies have, in somewhat dif- 
ferent forms, already appeared. I have to express my 
best thanks to the e&itor of the “ British Quarterly,” for 
permission to reproduce as much as I thought fit of a 
paper on the “ liomance of the Rose to the editor of 
“ Macmillan’s Magazine,” for a similar permission con- 
cerning a paper on Rabelais; and to the editor of 
“Temple Bar,” for permission to use again what I 
pleased of papers on Moliere, La Fontaine, and Scarron. 

I do not like to allow this volume to go forth with- 
out also expressing my obligations to my friend Mr. 
S. Lee, of my own. college and Lincoln’s Inn, for many 
valuable critical suggestions. 


Savile Cluh, 
Sep. 1, 1873. 


W. B. 
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THE FRENCH HUMOTTRISTS. 

Chapter I. 

THE CHANSON. 

Mieiilx est de rire que do larmos cscriprc, pour oo quo rire est 
le propre do I'homme. — Rarelais. 

HE most elementary form of joke is the 
discomfiture of an enemy : — discomfiture, 
at first, meaning death. But there are 
other kinds of rivalries besides those 
which involve mortal combat. In these, 
discomfiture means defeat. Advancing farther, we arrive 
at our modern point of laughing chiefly at those little 
incidents in social life which mean temporary uneasiness, 
^ awkwardness, slight mental trouble. PerhajS, as civi- 
lization gets on, mankind will learn so much sympathy 
as not even to laugh at these. Laughter, however, is 
in its nature the expression of relief from anxiety, of 
surprise, or of self-congratulation. It is in any form a 
sort of triumphant crow of victory, and as such will go 
on, let us hope, for ever. Satire, on the other hand, of 
which humour is a branch, is the weapon of the weak 
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It is aa acknowledgment of helplessness. In times of 
oppression it is the boldest and most outspoken ; it 
languishes when laws become strong and men grow 
mild ; it is lethargic in times of freedom.- 

Therefore, in rough and rude centuries, in times 
when all the world is fighting, and life is much more 
uncertain than nature ever intended, we may expect to 
find the keenest and most bitter satire. 

II faut bien que Tesprit venge 

L’honneia homme qui n’a rien. 

We do so find satire, making allowance for imperfect 
powers of expression. So far as men can speak, they 
speak strongly; mostly they cannot frame their thoughts 
at all, except for the ordinary purposes of life. To help 
out their meagre forms of speech, they take what songs 
and phrases they can get from others, and use them. 

We have to do with that people, summeo soler- 
tice, who first broke through the blackness of the Middle 
Ages, and learned how to speak, write, and sing ; with 
the country from which all great ideas of modem 
times have sprung, where men have ever had the 
courage of their opinions, whose sons are quick to com- 
prehend, eager to realize, tenacious of a truth. France 
was first in the field of modern literature. She it was 
who changed the Latin for the vernacular ; her people 
first taught, and have always gone on teaching, the 
equality of man. She began the reformation of religion ; 
it was she who most kept alive the fire of learning, and 
most helped the long, slow development of the Renais- 
sance. To her belong the great majority of mediaeval 
poets ; — England has only one, It^ly has four. She pos- 
sesss* the most glorious liSli, till the more sluggish blood 
qloEngland is roused, of writers, scholars and philoso- 
phers. Hers is the longest martyr roll of heretics. . 
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Frenchmen have nowhere shown their character more 
than in their satire. They are fond of calling it the 
esprit gaubis, Jtracing back the vein of gaiety, light heart, 
and keen perception to those old ancestors who, after 
all, have left them but little of their blood, divided as it 
is among Romans, Franks, and Jlormans. It is a vein 
which is quite peculiar to France. “ It has not,” says 
a recent writer, “any tincture of hatred or violence. 
We do not find in it the overwhelming gaiety of Aris- 
tophanes, the exaggerated indignation of Juvenal, the 
dry and bitter laugh of Don Juan ; but malice wrapped 
up in bonhomie, the irony of Rabelais and La Fon- 
taine, the grumbling and good-natured tone of a Picard 
peasant.”' I want to show as we go along that the 
French type for satire and humour has preserved one 
, uniform character from generation to generation. In 
an unbroken line the writers are all the same. The 
poets of the chansons and the parodies, Gtxyot the 
Grumbler, Rutebcuf the Trouvere, Villon the Ribaut, 
Clement Marot, Rabelais, Passerat and Pithou, Saint- 
Amant, La Fonftiine — all down to B4ranger, have one 
quality in common, the esprit gaulois. They are 
always good-tempered ; their darts are wrapped in 
flowers ; their poison — a harmless poison enough — is 
administered in wine ; they are too sympathetic to be 
savage ; they never get into a rage, except perhaps 
when, like poor Des Poiriers, they are going fo commit 
suicide ; or when, like Rabelais, who is savage with the 
monks, they have deep and bitter wrongs to resent. On 
the other hand, they are irreverent ; they have no strong 
convictions; . they are incapable of martyrdom ; they are 
full of animal spirits and animal enjoyment ; they 
love life with all the passion of a Greek ; they are like 
children for mockery, mischief, and lightness of heart. 
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1 caanot make my gallery com])let(i, Ibr two reasons. 
First, beciiuse then', arc, since tlni clays ol Maclemoiselle 
(le Seud^ry, limits to every volume; and, secondly, be- 
cause I have already, in a previous voluni(‘, written all 
that 1 found to write iibout my very dear and especial 
friemds, Franyois Villon and Clement Majot, to say no- 
thing of those careless rascals, (k)quillart, Roger dc 
Collerye, and Olivier Ihxsselin.* 

My limits aia^ large — too large Ibr my sj)ac(‘, perhaps 
too large Ibr my sf-rength. 'l'h(iy st,ret(;h from the 
eleventh to the nineteenth century. Perforce there is 
many a name omitted — many a writer whose claims are 
at least equal to sonn^ of those in these pages — notably, 
you will not find here (dtluT Voltaire or Rousseau. 
But let me lead you l)y the hand through ways ])erha])s 
untrodden, among fuhls yet un visited by you; and after 

^ About Miirot, bo\v(‘ver, I have this to say : — I’rofossor Hemry 
Morlcy h;is written a life of him. I liave a great respect for Mr. 
Mijrley’s two big volumes on English literature — the respect one con- 
ceives for laborious and honest work. At the same time, I protest 
agsiinst his Marot. The lil’e contains not a single fact lliat is new, and 
of the opinions very litthi, speaking from my own kiio\>4edge of tlie 
period, which is true. For of all things under the sun, Marot was 
not a religious reformer. 1 cannot, as I could wish, reprint what 
I have already written on the subject, but T refer my readers to 
the chapter in this work on Rabelais, whei'o they will find, not 
Marot's opinions — for the ])oor man Jiad none — but the opinions of 
t he men who w ere Jiis f riends and associates. If there bo any further 
doubt as to his character — it is really an important point, as it 
affects the greatest poet, in some points, tliat France ever had — T 
submit the following 1 ines, as showing what his own contemporary, 
Roza — a religionist if you like — thought of him : — 

“ Tam docte Yeiierem divinus pinxit Apelles, 

II li ut credatur visa fuissc Venus ; 

At tantam sapiuiit Yenerem tua script.a, Marote, 

Ut tibi (^redatur cognita tota Yenus.” 

And surely there could be no better judge of such matters than 
the author of the Juvenilia, 
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introducing you to humourists of that dark time when 
Boileau thought there Avas no literature — “ ricJi n’est 
agrcablc,” said Sainte.-Beuve ; “qu’un guide fainilier dans 
un ])ays incoinin ” — let me try to throAV fresh light on 
men Avhose names are already himiliar, and make, if it 
may he;, their dry 1.)ones Ha’c. 

In the examination of the older authoi’s, there has been 
no turning oves’ ol'yidloAv parchments, no decipherment of 
faded manuscripts. I'hat AAmrk has been done for us by 
true and faithful h’renchmc'u, loyal to their OAvn litera- 
ture. Of all the literatiu'c of the Middle Ages, the best, 
the choicest, has bcien already published, and though 
much y(!t remains, the AA'ork is practically done. We Avho 
see hoAV, to tlu', shame and disgrace of our rich men, the 
Avork of jmblishing our ancient texts is lel’t to one ])Oor 
society--- chiefly to tAvm or three z(>alous men toiling 
against eA'^ery kind of discouragement — may Avell confess 
that fh'ance, the forcruniuir hi modern literatiu’e, is also 
the most carelul to preseiwc her early glories. 

The history of French medimval satire is the history 
ol‘ mediieval literature and art. Satire is everyAvhere ; 
it lies in eA'ery line of tin; fabliau, in every sentence of 
the conte; the minstrel carries it from place to place; 
the charlatan shouts it at fair-time from his stage; it 
forms part of every popular amusement ; it lurks in the 
coi‘ner«of the illuminated manuscri[)t; it grins at us 
from some dark place in the cathedral. Side by side 
Avith the solemn serAuce of the church is the parody, 
Avith its ass, its boy bishop, its liturgy in praise of Avine. 
Beside the crimson caA'alcade of ladies and knights is 
the procession of llenard and Isengrin. » After the iiionks 
and priests, chanting their psalms, comes, telling his 
beadslike them, the Devil ; while along Avith every amuse- 
ment, joy, and pleasure of life, a ])art of laughter, an 
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echo of the song, a guest at the feast, a leader of the 
dance, a follower of the march, a fiddler in the band, 
the companion of king, knight, bourgeois and peasant, 
sneering at all, laughing at all, mocking at all, is the 
Mephistophclian Death of the Danse Macabre. 

From the eleventh to the fifteenth century it is a 
sort of long procession of satire. First, as is but right, 
we have the music, which is provided by the troubadours 
and tmivhres ; they lead off the band of those who 
laugh at everything and try to improve nothing. The 
scholars come next, then the clergy, then the men of 
the robe, then a general breakdown dance of all to- 
gether, and the old things fall to pieces, giving place 
to the new.. 

Towards the end of the eleventh century we hear a 
confused roar as of hungiy wild animals. It is the voice, 
no longer to be suj)prc8sed, of the people. They rise in 
Laon, slaughter the bishop, burn the ])alaces, establish 
their commune — are put down and punished. They 
rise in Normandy, armed Avitli pitchforks and sticks. 
They are easily dispersed by steel-clad men-at-arms, 
and ordered back to their cottages with feet and 
hands cut off. The trouvlre has preserved their song. 
“ We are men,” it begins, with a grand and solemn 
simplicity, “ we are men even as they are ; such limbs as 
they have we have ; as great bodies have we ; and we 
can endure as much. Nothing fails us but heart alone. 
Let us ally ourselves by oath. Let us defend our own 
and ourselves. Let us keep ourselves together, and if 
they wish to fight, we have against one knight thirty or 
forty peasants, vigorous and strong to fight.” ^ ‘ 


^ Kos sumes homes cum il sunt, 
Tex membres avum cum il unt, 
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It is the first of the terrible French risings. They 
will try again and again, with the Pastoureaux, with the 
Jacquerie, each time mth the same song. For the 
heritage of the Gaul, who used to divide his land afresh 
every five years, is the irrepressible sense of equality. 

With the eleventh century comes the first outward 
mark visible to us of the great changes coming over 
Europe. The laity are beginning to ask questions; 
the bourgeois are already struggling for the municipal 
interests; the clergy are handing over to lay hands 
the art of architecture; the universities are taking 
learning out of the convents ; Abelard teaches his thou- 
sands; Bernard comjdains that the faith of the simple 
is divided, and the very secrets of Heaven are searched 
into. To meet the growing strength of enquiry the 
church invents the mendicant orders; the men of the 
law grow stronger; the royal power deepens and 
broadens; men doubt and deny; all foreshadows the 
great convulsion of the sixteenth century — the first of 
those by which men will at last destroy their greatest 
and most accursed enemy, the spirit of sacerdotalism. 

At the end of the eleventh century, another captive, 
besides architecture and scholarship, escapes from the 
cloister and finds her way into the world. It is music. 
For the people begin to sing, not in the tunes of the 
Church service, but melodies of their own. One can 

i> , 

Et altresi grans cors avnm, 

Et altretant sofrir poum. 

Ne nns faut fors cner snlement, 

Alium nus par serement, 

Nos avoir et nns defendnm, 

E tnit ensemblo nns tennm. 

Es nns voilont gnerroier, 

Ben avnm centre nn chevalier 
Tronte on qnarante paisanz 
Maniables e enmbatans* 
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hardly believe that there could have been actually no 
popular music before that date ; it is difficult to under- 
stand a sileut people; but the^fact seems so, and the 
churcli ser\'ico Avas the only means of giving utterance 
to the instincts of music. Then came the chanson, set to 
the viol and the lute, and singing of love and the SAveet 
s])ringtime. It bcigaii, after the maimer of an escaped 
prisoner, l>y being wholly joyous and bright: — 

,r’ip amkiio 
Sadetc 
BloTidefce 

com je voluic. 

l^rewciiitly a sweet iiielaTiclioly 1‘alls u])oii the soul. 
The lover has to leave his mistress ; he hears the birds 
sing in Britanny and thinks of their song in sweet 
Champagne, lie is getting old and past the time of love. 
And just then the chanson is joined by another prisoner 
Irom the convent, the “sirvente.” The sirvente is the 
earliest form of satire. It Avas the imitation of monkisli 
rhymes in the vulgar tongue, beginning Avith verse haW’ 
in Latin half in. French, and Avas as great a step in 
adA^anco as Avhen Hegnier first imitated Horace. And 
then satire open and undisguised Avent up and doAvn the 
face of France, striking all, sparing nothing; ridiculing 
the ladies for their painted faces, the lords for their 
tyrannies, the Pojie for his pride*/ the clergy for their 
avarice — knight, laAvyer, bourgeois, villain. ^ 

There is a singular monotony about the 'chansons of 
the Langue d’Oil. They are, as I have said, mostly 

^ Papa captus hunc vol hanc decipil, 

Papa quid vult in lectum recipit, 

Papa nullum vel nullam excipit, 

Papa? del iir, nam Papa pra^cipit ; 

Tort a qui no le dune. 
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tinged with the satirical spirit. Sona.e, however, are 
purely pastoral. The knight — it is always in May, 
when the birds begin to sing — rides through the forest 
and finds a belle. The chanson has then two possible 
endings. Most of the songs are (piite simple and pretty. 
Here is one of the very lightest : — 

On a day as ifc bcfel 

111 a wood I rode along ; 

Tjying tliero, a maiden fair 

Waicli’d her sheep and^ang this song : 

Tire lire a lire, 

Robin mine ; 

Pipers come and pipers go, 

Tire lire a lire. 

I doff’d my hat and bent me low, 

And beside her took my seat. 

“ Maiden, tell mo, ore I go, 

Why dost thou this song repeat?*’ 

Tire lire, &c, 

“ Sir,” she said, “ where’er I hide me, 

Robin comes and asks for love ; 

And as often does ho chide me, 

Since my heart he cannot move.” 

Tire lire, &c. 

‘‘ Ah ! ” cried I, “ but lot me woo thee ; 

Let me clasp this silver thing 
Round thy waist, and hold thee to me ; 

Only, only, cease to sing 
Tiro lire,” &c. 

“ Sir, ’twere churlish ‘ No ’ to say : . 

Take me now to be your bride. 

Let us from this place away, 

Together singing, as we ride, 

Tire lire a lire, 

Robin mine ; 

Pipers come and pipers go. 

Tire lire k lire.” 

Here, too, is another of a later period, hi the same 
light strain. 
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It is early in tlie morning, 

At the very break of day, 

My love and I go roaming 
All in the woods to play. 

The dew, like pearl-drops, bathe our foot, 

The sweet dew-drops of May. 

In the sweetest place of any, 

’Mid the grasses thick and high, 

Caring nothing for the dew-drops 
That around us thickly lie, 

Bathed and lapp’d in glittering May-dew, 

Sit we tl\pre, my love and I. 

As we pluck the whitethorn blossom. 

As wo whisper words of love, 

Prattles close beside the brooklet, 

Sings the lark and coos the dove. 

Our feet are bathed with May-dew, 

And our hearts are bathed in love. 

A simple tune enough. You may play it on a 
wheaten straw and on a scrannel pipe, but it will only 
sound well in the open air, and must be sung when the 
sun is brightest, the birds are loudest, the flowers are 
sweetest, and youth is happiest. Under these con- 
ditions it may pass for music. 

In the next we get the fatal element of illicit pas- 
sion : — 

Sweet Yolante, in her chamber fair. 

Bends at her work o’er shuttle and woof; 

Here golden threads, and a silk one there ; 

But her mother chides her in bitter reproof : 

“ Therefore, I blame thee, fair Yolante ! 

“ Fair Yolante, thy mother am I, 

And so may speak as seemeth mo good.” 

“ But mother, and mother, pray tell me why ? ” 

“ Tell thee I will, as a mother should, 

Wherefore I blame thee, my child Yolante.” 

“ But why, then, mother ? ” she smiling said ; 

“ Is it for work, or is it for play ? 

Is it for weaving the golden thread, 

Or is it for lying in bed all day ? 

Wherefore chidest thou fair Yolante ? ” 
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It is not for weaving the silk and the gold ; 

It is not for work, it is not for play ; 

It is not for sleeping when matins are told ; 

But for whispering ever your lover gay — 

Therefore I chide thee, fair Yolante. 

“ Whispering, child, with the County Guy ; 

Whispering, laughing, when no one is near. 

Bitterly now doth thy husband sigh : 

Speak no more with him, daughter dear — 

Therefore I blame thee, fair Yolante.’’ 

“ And if my husband himself should pray. 

And he and his kin all sorro^ and sigh, 

Little (jare I, for I must say nay. 

And never cease loving my County Guy.” 

“Therefore I blame thee, fair Yolante.” 

Or again, there is the pure ballad, taking in some 
incident of love or death, sorrow or joy. I will take 
one more as a specimen of the ballad literature of 
France, which, with a greater wealth of incident, would 
be the richest in the world : — 

Fair Doette, at her window sitting, 

Reads in her book with her thoughts astray ; 

Still from the written page they are flitting 
To her lord at the tournament far away. 

Now woe is me. 

A squire is climbing the stairs of her bower, 

Down in the court has he left his steed ; 

Fair Doette, in the Lady’s Tower, 

Springs to her feet for news indeed. 

Now woo is me. 

Cried fair Doette, as he stood at the door, 

“ Where and how is my love, my lord ? ” 

But she swooned away, and she asked no more, 

For the squire he answered her never a word. 

Now woe is me. 

The Lady Doette has opened her eyes, 

And she turns to the squire, but hopes in vain. 

Heavy her heart in her bosom lies, 

For her lord she never will see again. 

Now woe is me. 
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said the Ladj Doette, “now saj 
News of my lord, whom I love so well/^ 

“Alas ! alas ! ho was kill’d in the fraj ; 

Fain would I hide it, but needs must tell. 

Now woe is me.” 

’Gan fair Doette to sorrow and moan ; 

“ Ah ! liege my lord, and woe befall 
The day and the toumay ; now must I begone 
To take the vows in tlie convent wall, 

(Now woo is me) — 

Ever a nun in the Church of St. Paul.” 

The names of the soiig-writers are legion. Among 
the satiric trouveres^ excepting llutebcuf, whom you 
will find further on, note especially Count Thibaut of 
Champague, lover of (^ucen Bertha, a swtict and grace- 
ful poet, but monotonous. He has a thing or two to 
say about the general corruption of the age.’ We shall 
hear a good deal before we have finished about the 
corruption of the age, aiid if that were the only common- 
j)lace, one would not nund. But worse commonjdaces 
are before us. Then there is Hue de la Ferte, whose 
soul is moved by a mighty wrath against Thibaut 
himself, as well as against the coiTuption of the age. 

Count 1’hibaui, with envy gilded, 

And with deepoKt treachery stain’d, 

In the noble craft of knighthood 
• Little credit hast thou gain’d ; 

Better skill’d art thou, I ween. 

In the art of medicine. 

< 

Thus politely hinting that the Count was a secret 
poisoner. In another song he exhorts the young king, 
Louis IX., to shake off’ the domination of women and 
priests : — 

Ddake Ihe clergy go their way, 

In ihe church to sing and pray. 

Then comes on our list Adam de la Halle, of whom 
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a careful study ought to be ‘made. He is a bourgeois 
of Arras ; he is intended for the church, but falls in love 
with Marie and marries her. Then he sings the beauty 
of his bride. Ten years later, the artless minstrel, for- 
getting all the tender things he used to sing — so tickle 
is the poet’s heart — is lamenting the way in which his 
wife has “gone off” and lost her beauty — the unreason- 
able husband. He writes about the Crusades, about the 
mendicant friars, about the town gossip. He has a clear 
and distinct individuality, pleasant to look back upon, 
and is of a cheerful, vigorous nature, not above consider- 
ing the disputes of his own town fit subjects for his 
verse, as well as the month of May and the ev(!rlasting 
shejfiierdess sitting beside a fountain. 

The first French satirist, properly so called, accord- 
ing to some, is Guyot. It seems to me absurd to take 
a man who can only represent a gmre of literature at a 
certain stage of development, and call him the first. No 
writer invents. Satire began when man began to be 
oppressed; it was worth listening to in France as soon 
as men learned to put together their own language in a 
poetic form ; from that date it has gone on following the 
laws which regulate all literary development, and obe- 
dient to the circumstances which surrounded it. Th(i 
great grumbler Guyot, undoubtedly a satirist, lives in an 
age which he calls “ horrible and stinking.” He finds 
himself constrained to write a “ Bible ” (book). He has 
be,en in Germany, all over France, in Palestine; he 
knows all the great lords of the time ; he has been a 
monk, and knows all the monasteries : — those where the 
monks wash and pU their heads at night to make them 
soft and glittering in the morning; those where the 
abbot and cellarers drink up all the clear wine and send 
to the refectory only the thick : those, like Cluny, where 
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you have to fast when you are hungry, to keep awake 
when you are sleepy, and roar all night long in the 
church, and where you get nothing to eat but rotten 
eggs and beans. As for the vices of the age, Guyot can 
only find one — that of avarice — for serious indignation. 
He attacks women, it is true, for their lightness and dis- 
simulation ; nuns for the unclean state of their houses ; 
lawyers for their chicanery ; idiysicians for their igno- 
rance. No real indignation about this man ; only the 
ill-natured venting of disappointmnnt. He has been a 
monk and does not like the restraints of the cloister; 
he has been a hanger-on at courts, and has got no 
reward. >■ He is getting old, in short, and must go back 
to that eternal “ bawling in church ” Avhich is his special 
vexation. 

Another and a very different “ Bible ” is that of 
Hugues de Br^zc. He is no disappointed musician- 
monk. He is an elderly, respectable knight, who, hav- 
ing taken his share in the fighting, now goes home and 
amuses his old age in writing a grave and solemn satire 
on the evils of the time ; not because he is in a rage 
with everybody, nor beca;US0 he likes to talk about 
vice, but because he is saddened by its spectacle, and 
hopes to do something to stop its progress. “ Some of 
us,” he says, “are usurers; some of ixs are robbers; 
some murderers ; some are fuU of luxury, and others 
are full oi" license.” And then he preaches on the folly 
of loving, while inevitable death stares us in the face. 

Another outlet for the satirical spirit were the parodies 
of the chansons de geste. From the chronicles of 
valorous deeds the transition was easy to the ridicule 
of the defeats and mockery of the enemy.. One of these 
parodies, for instance, represents our Henry HI. sur- 
rounded by his barons, swearing to exterminate the 
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French, to carry Paris by assault, to set the Seine on 
fire, to burn all the mills, and to carry the Sainte- 
Chapelle to London. Simon de Montfort interrupts 
his boasting by reminding him that the French, who are 
not by any means lambs, will probably have something 
to say for themselves. * 

In another a knight is drawn — 

As groat a coward, this story tells, 

As ever hid in convent coll^. 

The tale is modelled exactly on the chansons de geste. 
It begins by giving us the history of the hero’s family. 
His father, Count Turgibus, pale and yellow, with a 
neck like an ostrich, is a great man of war, who pierces 
the wings of butterflies with his lance ; his mother, the 
one-eyed Rainberge. The usual presages of future 
greatness surround the at his birth. There arc no 
nightingales, it is true, struck mute at the advent of 
so great a man ; the stars do not pale ; but the ass, 
the dog, and the cat of the castle shriek all night, and 
so proclaim their sense of what has come into the world. 
Audigier, the hero, grows up the type of awkwardness, 
clumsiness, and ugliness. The tale goes on to show 
how he set out on his travels in search of adventure, 
and what befell him, finishing with his marriage to the 
frightful Tronce Crevace. • 

^ There were, lastly, the Wonderful Adventures of tra- 
vellers, a favourite theme from the time of Lucian, 
who doubtless borrowed from some one else. The 
dit d*aventures relates how a traveller, losing his way in 
an enchanted forest, is attacked by brigands ; how he is 
saved from their daggers by a she-wolf and her brood 
of twelve yo|ing wolves ; how he falls into the river, and 
is rescued bv takinsr the bait of a fisherman, who draers 
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him to the surface; and how he is swallowed by an 
enormous monster, from whom he is rescued by a 
friendly bull, who gores the monster in the flanks, and 
so oj)ens a way for escape. 




Chapter 

RUTEliEUF THE TROUVERE. 

Jog on, jog on, the footpath way, 

And merrily hent the stile-a ; 

A merry heart goes all the way, 

Your sad tires in a milo-a. — W ini or' s Tale, 

» 


F such were the songs, what were the 
singers ? The only answer is to present 
one, a professional trouvhre of the thir- 
teenth century, a member of that frater- 
nity which went up and down the coun- 
try, travelling from castle to castle, from town to town. 
No kind of life more tempting to one who was not content 
to sit at home and see nothing, than the life of a trouvhre. 
The Crusades had spoiled th^. grand pilgrimage, which 
before had been the excitement of a lifetime. When 
Jerusalem fell into the hands of the Saracens, the one 
supreme pleasure of life was lost with it, namely, to 
leave every thing, care, trouble, debts, wife, and children 
— ^to go away, st^fP in hand, license in pocket, and triage 
thro ugh E urope and across Asia Minor to the flSy 
Land. And now only the local saints, a feeble folk, 
were left. ,At home, the rules were strict about keeping 




18 


EUTEBEUF. 


to your o^vn work, y<5ur own dress, your own town, even 
your own food, so that life was doleful in its monotony, 
and wc are not surprised when we hear how the min- 
strels so crowded every road that King Philip Augustus 
restricted their numbers by law, and sent all the rest 
out of the country. Some went to Italy, and some went 
to England. # At Bologna there were so many French 
minstrels that they made a law to prohibit their singing 
in the streets. . 

A pleasant life, if only the comixitition was not too 
keen, to take the road when the winter was fairly gone 
and the spring set in; to visit, one after the other, the 
jdaccs where the singer was ahfays w(‘lcome — to sing 
the old soTig outside, sure of a joyous rece])tion 
within. 

Wat<;h of tho tower, 

Guard for your Lour 

Tho walls of tho castle secure from the foe. 

Wliile on my lute I play 
Love song and roundelay, 
hire, once again, on my journey I go. 

H’ the minstrel were lucky, he might get taken into 
.some great noble’s castle, hajdy even into the palace of 
the king. Philip Augustus, for instance, had Dans 
llelynand always with him to refresh his soul, as Saul 
had David. Judging from the only poem of Ilely- 
nand’s that I have seen, Philip’s enviable soul was 
easily rcireshed. 

Below the rank of trauvh'e was the jongl^r. He it 
was who could play any sort of instrument, sing any 
kind of song, cure every disease, tell stories, throw in 
satirical bits at monks and their wicked ways. He was 
not too proud to turn somersaults ; he knew all the folk- 
lore and the proverbs ; he had been everywhere ; could 
recite adventures by sea and land ; tell of hours of peril 



THE JONGLEUR. 


19 


with the infidel, fights with strange sea-monsters. He 
had seen the court of the great Khaiif of Cairo ; he knew 
the city of Prester «Tohn; and if no suspicious eye was 
watching, he would tell fortunes, cast horoscopes, give 
children to the childless, and prolong the life of the 
dying. Above all, he it was who relieved the mono- 
tony of existence in the country town. He it was who 
kept up by his unflagging spirits, his jokes, and his 
songs, the popular illusion of the jovial wandering life. 
What school-boy has not mourned over the cruel fate 
that forbids him to be a gipsy, a cheap Jack, a clown? 
iSings the jongleur — 

I lead a pfood life semper quam possum ; 

The host brings his bill, and I say, “Eeee assum.” 

At spending my money semper paratus sum ; 

. When I think in my heart, ot meditatus sum, 

Ergo dives habet nummos sed non habet ipsum. 

Love, singing, and drinking libenter eolo 
To play after dinner cum deeiis volo : 

Though I know that the dice non sunt sine dole. 

Una vice I praise myself, then I repent, 

Omnia sunt hondiium tenui pondentia filo. 

To drink the good wine fui genoratus, 

To hoard up my treasure non exstiti natus, 

Certain it is I am not locupletatus, 

For the miser was never to Heaven exaltatus ; 

Despice divitias si vis animo esse beatus. 

As yet, remark, there is no censorship of literature. 
The poet is free ; to be sure, if he allows himself un- 
due license, there are irregular penalties not laid down 
by law. His tongue may be pierced, or his eyes put 
out, or his ears sliced. These are little dangers in the 
way, but they are rarely met with. Most trouvhres and 
jongleurs say just what they please, as privileged as the 
King’s fooH Literature is free, and for a good three 
hundred years, every one, saving the respect due to the 



20 


BUTEBEUF. 


church, may sing, recite, or narrate any thing he likes; 
which is, above all, the most important point to re- 
member about that mediajval life in which the songs of 
the minstrel played so great a part. 

• All this brings us to Ru tebeu f, who occupies a middle 
position between the jongleur and trouvhre. When he 
is out of luck he is the people’s poet ; when things go 
well with him, he frequents great halls, and sings for 
lords and ladies. We know nothing of his life, except 
what we can construct from his poems. His contem- 
poraries never mention him. And yet of all the trou- 
vhres he is the most original, the most real, and there- 
fore the most attractive. The short biography which 
follows 1 tender with great deference to that historical 
spirit which requires proof. For of ])roof there is little. 
It is evolved from the careful reading of his 'poems 
and attention to the circumstances of the time. Some 
of the details may be wrong; the broad facts I am sure 
are true. 

He was born early in the thirteenth century, of 
humble parentage, as his name denotes. He was a quick, 
sharp lad, and being endowed with a marvellously 
sweet voice, was taken into the service of the church 
in some Champagne town. Here he received from the 
monks the rudiments of learning, and was taught to 
sing and ,play. 

Some benefactor — ^perhaps the abbot, perhaps the 
seigneur— assisted him to go to the University of Paris, 
where he fought, gambled, sung, danced, and comported 
himself like young Frollo till the time came when the 
stream of bounty ceased, and the grim necessity of 
labour stared him in the face. No thesis had been held ; 
no degree had been conferred; no learning had been 
acquired. But the sweet boyish soprano was now a fine, 
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vigorous tenor ; his knowledge of musical instruments 
had extended till there was nothing he could not play, 
from the lute to the bagpijjes ; and he could sing and 
recite countless songs and fabliaux. 

Great Gaster, first Master of Arts, according to 
Rabelais, decreed that he should be a minstrel. So he 
copied out his OAvn verses fair, made up the budget 
which was to form his “entertainment,” tied up his 
personal belongings, which would make but a 
small parcel, and, with his lute* in his hand, started 
on the tramp. Going on the tramp in his century 
was more picturesque than at present, undoubtedly; 
and could the minstrel have foreseen the advent of 
a day when all the splendour of costume was to 
vanish, with the glittering of armour, and the glory 
of banners, he would certainly have enjoyed his march 
more. On the other hand, there were robbers — ®ot so 
many as were to come a hundred years later, which 
might also have consoled a prophet — but still enough 
to convey a lasting and ever-present sense of danger. 
You might at any time be eaught and plundered of 
everything. If you were suspected of having portable 
property concealed, there were a thousand ingenious and 
persuasive arts by which you would be induced to tell 
what and where it was. Few natures can resist the 
pleading of a brigand, accomj)anied by the prod of his 
knife — though this was elementary. There were twist- 
ings by the thumbs and by the wrist, parboilings, partial 
roastings, with other rough and handy measures of 
persuasion. Above all, since dead men alone tell no 
tales, there was always the nearest tree to bo dreaded. 
Therefore, when men journeyed in a small company, so 
far from the minstrel being encouraged to beguile the 
way by song, he would be more often warned not to 
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bring the enemy upon them by his unseasonable noise. 
And in winter time there were wolves — troops and 
swarms of wolves. 

In the great towns there were always inns where 
-money was to be made, and public places where a plat- 
form could be erected; between the towns lay the 
castles, and it was too often the minstrel’s unhajjpy lot 
to find in the seigneur a man with no more taste for 
music than a Babbage, or already cleaned out by pre- 
vious visitors. 

It was not for a poor minstrel like liutebeuf to 
despise the village place and the stage of the jongleur. 
Dressed in the conventional robe which proclaimed his 
calling in the triple capacity of singer, quack, and travel- 
ler, he posed upon the boards and sang his song be- 
fore he sold his drugs. Who has toothache? Who has 
rhcui#atism? Who wants to be young again? Behold 
the elixir of life ; behold the herb gathered at peril of 
life and limb from under the very nose of the Paynim. 
The price is nommal, for the vendor has no other 
motive in selling it than the good of his kind. And as 
to the qualifications of the wandering philanthropist — 
but listen to the song of Autolycus : — 

Hola ! lords and ladies all, 

Gentles great and villains small, 

Hear what luck doth you befall 
On this day. 

There is no deceit or guile. 

You will own it, if a while 
You will stay. 

Sit down all, ’twill please you well, 

While my talc I sing and toll, 

Sti*aiige and rare. 

Sirs, 1 am a doctor wise, 

Many lands have scon those eyes, 

Here and there. 
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Cairo’s city knows my fa(^e ; 

There I treated for a space 
Man and maid. 

Then I cross’d me o’er the seas, 

’Till my ship brought mo to Greece, 

Where I stay’d. 

Next to Italy I came, 

Laden with my gold and fame, 

Curing all. 

There I found herbs strange to sec, 

Fit to heal all ills that be, 

Great and small. * 

Thence I journeyed to the stream 
Where the precious jewels gleatn, 

Day and night. 

But, alas ! I could not land, 

Prester John was close at hand 
With his might. 

Yet they brought me from the purl 
Stones and gems of such a sort, 

(Magic art,) 

That at merest touch the dead 
Come to life and lift their head, 

Light of heart. 

Leaving the road, Rutebeuf settled down in Paris, 
where it is sad to relate that he took to the line on 
which satirists, the most independent, as they are also 
the most virtuous, of men, arc especially severe — he 
began to court the great. He depended entirely on 
patronage, wrote songs to order, preached up the 
Crusades, though his heart must have fel\, ready to 
burst as each successful song armed another of the 
knights his patrons, and sent 'him far from his reach to 
die on the sands of Africa; wept floods of tears, to 
llplease the saintly king, over captive Jerusalem; and 
only occasionally -allowed himself the luxury of writing 
to please himself. 

He was always horribly poor, mainly because he was 
“ sair hadden doon ” by the vice of gambling : — 
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I gape with hunger, I cough with cold, 

My bed is of thorns, and my clothes arc old ; 

I sit forlorn, with my pockets bsflre, 

In Paris, the city of all good fare ; 

And I lie all day on my pallet bed, 

Because I’ve no money to buy me bread. 

Ih the midst of his poverty, and with the absence 
of prudence which distinguishes alike the poet and the 
parson — their only point of resemblance — he married, 
and had a large family. What became of the younger 
Kutebeufs I do not know, but we mayfear th^^r worst, 
from the example set them by their thriftless father. 
In one of those heavy moods which fall sometimes upon 
all bards, he had the bad taste to write about his own 
wife, even to complain of her age and ugliness. No 
doubt the poor woman, who certainly could not read, 
never saw her husband's verses : — 

Homo and money I bad none : 

Yet I married. Was it done 
Out of pure goodwill — 

All to cheer and comfort those 
Who hate my luck and love my woes, 

And would wish me ill ? 

Such a wife, too, I must choose : 

Poor and ragged as her spouse : 

Palo and thin of face. 

Neither fair nor young was she, 

Fifty years her age might bo, 

Tall, and scant of grace. ^ 

However, having married, he must work harder. 
Day after day he has to go out, carrying his bag as 
well as his lute — for he receives payment in kind for his 
songs 

When home I go with a swollen pack 
Swinging heavily at my back. 

My wife jumps up with a joyfol cry, 

And throws her spindle and spinning by. 
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And then there is roasting of chickens, buying of new 
bread, and rejoicing of the children. 

But there are too many children. While his wife is 
confined with another baby, the nurse brings back the 
last, for which she has not been paid, and threatens to 
leave it at the house unless the poor distracted trouvhre 
will pay her bill. “ Leave it here?” he cries in exas- 
peration, “to bellow all about the house?” He will do 
nothing for the child. He loses his temper, and cries 
out, impatiently : — 

Oil dame Diex qni lo fist nestre 
Li doinst chevance. 

Which, gentle reader, you may translate for yourself. 

Presently more misfortunes fall upon him, and he 
compares liimself to Job : he loses the sight of one eye, 
the one which secs best ; he gets poorer instead of richer, 
and, worse than all, he gets old. 

Alas ! the years of youth arc o’er, 

Its many sports are spent ; 

Age is come, I sing no more, 

’Tis time that I repent. 

So, too, La Fontaine laments his sins when he is too 
old to sin any more : — 

Mille autres passions, des sagos condamn5es, 

Ont pris comme d, I’enyi la flour de mos annecs. 

So, too, Henry Murger, Marot, Villon. They are 
all alike. When the last hour comes they send for the 
priest, and patch up a hasty peace with the church. 
Good, easy-going French church! She receives all 
these sinners on the easiest terras, gives them the kiss 
of a mother who only laughs at the follies of her 
children, and promises them, before they go to bed, 
•forgiveness and a whole holiday for the morrowy^ 

So the tromh'e puts down his lute, heaves a sigh. 
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and dies. Songs, ballads, exhortations to the Crusades, 
fabUam\ mysteries and miracles, and poems against 
the monks — these are the literary baggage of Kute- 
beuf. 

As regards the last, he is the boldest assailant of 
the church ; not for her doctrines, understand, but for 
the evil lives of her servants : — 

Her sons are sleeping^ watch and ward are left 
In peril great — of all but God bereft. 

He is beside himself when he attacks the hj^crites ; 
he Avould like to hang them all : — 

Fans papolars, fans hypocrites, 

Fausso vie meuoz et ordc ; 

Qai vous pendroit a vostro cordo 
II auroit faict bonne joumee. 

lie was not, however, the first who assailed hypo- 
crisy. We find the hypocrite in the “ Castoiement d’uu 
pore a un fils ” (translated from the “ Disciplina Cleri- 
Cidis”) : — 

Fair without and clean I am, 

Clothed in the skin of a stolon lamb. 

We shall meet him afterwards perpetually, till he cul- 
minates in Tartuffe. Hear what Kutebeuf says about 
monks : — 

By many a shift and many a part 
Live they who know no trade or art 
To gain their life in honest way. 

Some clothe themselves in sackcloth grey, 

And some, to show the good they do, 

Go without shii’ts the whole year through. 

The Jacobins, so rich at home. 

Rule Paris here, and there rule Rome ; 

Kings and Apostles both are tliey. 

And year by year still grows their sway. 

For when one dies, if in his will 
The Order bo not mention’d, still 
His soul may wait without, that so 
The Order thus may greater grow. 
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In the “ Chanson dcs Ordres ” Rutebeuf parades the 
whole crew of mopks, bestowing an impartial flagella- 
tion on each in turn. There is the Jacobin, the Corde- 
lier, the Carmelite, the Trappist. 

Then there is, all by himself in a separate “ diz,” the 
Pharisee, clad in a simple robe, pale and dried of face, 
withr austere air, cruel and malicious more than lion, 
leopard, or scorpion. And lastly, there is the beguine, 
Avho (whatever she does, whether she weeps or laughs, 
sleeps or dreams) is always a saint : 

Sa parole est proplietie, 

S’oll rit, e’esfc compaignie ; 

S’ell pleuro, e’est devocion ; 

S’ell dort, ell cst ravie ; 

S’ell songo, e’est vision ; 

S’ell ment, n’en creez mie. 

Rutebeuf is also the author of the very best of the 
old miracle plays. Short as it is, it is written with a 
firm hand. The situations are eflectivc, simple, and 
striking. 

This is hardly the place for a notice of his “ Theo- 
philus,” the study of wMch belongs to the history of 
miracles and mysteries. Like his fabliaux, it is re- 
markable for the great clearness of treatment. 

But the principal function of the minstrel was to put 
into a poetical form all the stories which he could 
collect together, and to tell over again those which 
others had collected. The fabliau is, above all, the 
true place to look for medimval fun, satire, or humour, 
as well as for mediajval manners and customs. The 
fabliau was essentially the amusement of the winter 
evenings; happy he who could write a new one or 
furbish up an old one. * 

Here the cure and the friar come to well-merited 
grief; here the jealous husband is outwitted; here la 
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femme — ^the life and soul of the stories — is alternately 
glorified and disgraced — ofttimes the latter : — 

Feme est de trop foible nature, 

Do noient rit, de noient pleure, 

Feme aime et bet en trop poi d’enro. 

Here is the story of the “ M^decin inalgr^ lui ; ” here 
that of Griselda — “ Griselidis ” — the type of p§tient 
conjugal virtue ; and here the real popular belief about 
religion. An example of the last is the fabliau ofi the 
“ Villain who gained Paradise by pleading.” 

The poor rustic dies ; he is so humble that ^o one, 
neither angel nor devil, cares to have anything to do 
with his soul. He wanders alone and unmolested, till 
he finds himself at the gates of Heaven. 

I toll a talo that once I read : 

’Tis of a villain, long since dead, 

And of his sonl. Ho passed away ' 

One Friday at the close of day. 

When it behoved the man to die, 

Angel or devil, none was by ; 

And so the soul, from body reft. 

Stood waiting there, unheeded left. 

None came to claim it ; all in awe, 

Yet half-rejoiced, the poor soul saw 
No devil instant flames command. 

No angel’s smiling face at hand. 

Then looking curious here and there, 

Perceived a distant portal, whore 
Saint Michael’s self was leading straight 
A happy soul through Heaven’s gate. 

The villain followed, till at last 
To Paradise itself he passed. 

Saint Peter, Heaven’s porter, who 
Had opened gates to let them through, 

The soul received by Michael brought. 

And then his eyes the villain caught. 

“ Who art thou ?” asked ho, when he saw 
The soul come in against the law. 

“ Hero is there entrance none, except 
For those by judgment strict elect. 

Besides, in truth, by Saint Gillain, 
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We wanfc not here base-bom villain/* 

To whom the villain made reply, 

‘‘ No worse than yon, fair saint, am I ; 

Harder are yon than any stone ; 

Small honour have the churches won 
From your apostleship. *Twa8 yon 
Who did deny your Saviour true.** 

Ashamed and angry, Peter stayed, 

And called Saint Thomas to his aid. 

Said Thomas, Leave the case to me, 

Not long in Heaven his soul shall be.” 

Then to the villain goes, and, Say 
By what authority you stay, 

False villain, where no soul may come 
Without escort ? This is no home 
For such as you. From Paradise 
Begone at once.** 

The villain cries, 

“ Ah ! Thomas, Thomas, is it well 
For thee such measure rude to toll ? 

Art thou not he who, doubting still, 

Wouldst not confess thy Lord until, 

False and of little faith, I ween, 

His very wounds thine eyes had seen ?” 

Saint Thomas, grieved, with answer none, 
Bent low his head, and next is gone 
Straight to Saint Paul. Now, by my head,” 
Cried Paul, “ this villain shall bo sped. — 
Villain,*’ said he, ‘‘you enter here, 

Regardless of all right, all fear ; 

Know, villain base, of low degree. 

That Paradise is not for thee : 

Therefore begone.*^ 

“What I ** cried the soul, 

“ Do I behold the Apostle Paul P 
Paul, he who, cruel beyond compare, 

Stoned Stephen, first of martyrs fair ? 

Pull well I know thy life of old, 

How many a man, betray’d and sold. 

Was put to death by thee and thine, 

Apostle fair, and saint divine. 

Ha ! have I not thy exploits heard ?** 

Saint Paul, abashed, with never a word 
In answer, with confusion burned, 

And to the other two returned. 
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It will easily be guessed that it is well not to trans- 
late any further. The villain is allowed to remain in 
Heaven. 

This boldness in dealing with subjects of the deej^est 
reverence is entirely characteristic of the fabliau. It 
is due partly to their mock religious ceremonies, and 
partly to the intense hatred of the monks which over- 
ran all France in the three centuries immediately pre- 
ceding the Reformation. Thus, we have the lovcr\s 
Paternoster, where every clause is a peg for^if.^matory 
sentiments ; the Credo of the Ribaut : — 

Credo-^l bolievo in dice ; 

W'itliout a penny for the price 
Full often have tliey got me meat, 

Good wine to drink, and friends to treat ; 

And sometimeR, too, when Inck went worse, 

They’ve stripped me clean of robe and purse. 

And so on. There is the Credo of the usurer. He is 
(lying, and makes his last confession : — 

Credo — this my faith receive ; 

In my coffers I believe. 

In Deum — ^^hat shall I do ? 

My Tidfe is such a thriftless shrew. 

Patrem — if I leave her these, 

And got well of my disease. 

Half at least she’d waste and spend. 

Omnipotentein — ah ! my friend, 

I remember how, one day, 

• Five whole livres she threw away ; 

And a hundred sous and more-*- 
Greaforem — gone before. 

There are knightly stories, and tricks of villains. 
There is the story of Narcissus, of Graelent, of Aucassin 
and Nicolctte, the prettiest of pretty stories ; the lay 
of Aristotle, and a thousand tales which may be read 
still with pleasure. Grave faults there are, of course, 
and a selection must be made. 
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The fabliau., everything by turns, was thus the real 
instr^tor of the people, who could read nothing, were 
taught nothing, knew nothing. . It was for this reason 
that the church, taking alarm at the great influence 
which the satirical fabliaux had obtained, devised the 
plan of teaching sound doctrines by the same means. 
In these was inculcated the worship of the Virgin, of 
different saints, the duty and rewards of keeping up the 
church, of paying dues, attending services, and the like. 
And then people began to yawn, and so the faldiau 
went into disrepute. But that was long after Rutebeuf 
wrote the following, which is the story of the “ Ass’s 
Last Will and Testament,” with which we will finish this 
chapter : — 

A priest there was in times of old, 

Fond of his church, but fonder of gold, 

Who spent his days and all his thought 
In getting what he preached was nougld. 

His chests were full of robes and stufi’ 

Corn filled his gamers to the roof, 

Stoi’cd up against the fair- times gay, 

Prom Saint Remy to Easter Day, 

An ass he had within his stable, 

A beast most sound and valuable. 

For twenty years he lent his strength 
For the priest his master, till at lengih. 

Worn out with work and age, he died. 

The priest, who loved him, wept and cried ; 

And, for his service long and hard. 

Buried him in his own churchyard. 

Now tusn we to another thing : 

’Tis of a bishop that I sing. 

No greedy miser he, I ween ; 

Prelate so generous ne’er was seen. 

Full well he loved in company 
Of all good Christians still to be ; 

When he was well, his pleasure still, 

His medicine best when he was ill. 

j Always his hall was full, and there 

I His guests had ever best of fare. 
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Whate’er the bishop lack’d or lost 
Was bought at once despite the cost ; 

And so, in spite of rent and score, 

Tlie bishop’s debts grow more and more. 
For true it is — this ne’er forget — 

Who spends too much gets into debt. 

One day his friends all with him sat, 

The bishop talking this and that, 

Till the discourse on rich clerks ran, 

Of greedy priests, and how their plan 
Was all good bishops still to grieve, 

And of their dues their lords deceive. 

And then the priest of whom I’ve told 
Was mention’d^ how he loved his gold. 

And because men do often use 
More freedom than the truth would choose, 
They gave him wealth, and wealth so much, 
As those like him could scarcely touch. 

“ And then beside, a thing he ’s done, 

By which great profit might be won, 

Could it bo only spoken here,^’ 

Quoth the bishop, “ Tell it without fear.” 

“ Ho ’s worse, my lord, than Bedouin, 
Because his own dead ass, Baldwin, 

Ho buried in the sacred ground.” 

“ If this is truth, as shall be found,” 

The bishop cried, “ a forfeit high 
Will on his worldly riches lie. 

Summon this wicked priest to mo ; 

I will myself in this case bo 

The judge. If Robert’s word bo true, 

Mine are the fine and forfeit too.” 


The priest comes when summoned. 

“ Disloyal I God’s enemy and miifc, 

Prepare to pay a heavy fine. 

Thy ass thou buriost in the place 
Sacred by church. Now, by God’s grace, 

I never heard of crime more great. 

What ! Christian men with asses wait ? 
Now, if this thing be proven, know 
Surely to prison thou wilt go.” 

“ Sir,” said the priest, thy patience grant ; 
A short delay is all I want. 
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Not that I foar to answer now — 

But give me what the laws allow.** 

And so the bishop loaves the priest, 

W}io does not feel as if at feast. 

But still, because one friend remains. 

He trembles not at prison pains. 

His purse it is which never fails 
For tax or forfeit, fine or vails. 

The term arrived, the priest appeared, 
And met the bishop, nothing feared ; 

For ’neath his girdle safe there hung 
A leathern purse, well stocked and strung 
With twenty pieces fresh jind bright, 

Good money all, none clipped or light, 

“ Priest,” said the bishop, “ if thou have 
Answer to give to charge so grave, 

*Tis now the time.” 


“ Sir, grant me leave 
My answer secretly to give. 

Let me confess to you alone, 

And, if needs T)e, my sins atone.” 

The bishop bent his head to hoar, 

The priest he whispered in his ear : 

“ Sir, spare a tedious tale to tell — 

My poor ass served me long and well, 

For twenty years my faithful slave, 

Bach year his work a saving gave 
Of twenty sous — so that in all 
To twenty livres the sum will fall. 

And, for the safety of his soul. 

To you, my lord, he left the whole.** 

“ *Twas rightly done,” the bishop said, 

And gravely shook his godly head : 

“ And, that his soul to heaven may go, < 
My absolution I bestow.” 

Now have you heard a truthful lay, 

How with rich priests the bishops play, 

And Rutebeuf the moral draws 
That, spite of kings’ and bishops* laws, 

No evil times hath he to dread 
Who still has silver at his need. 


D 
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Note on Reynard the Fox. 

During theso centuries there were gradually growing up the 
various stories which go to make the immense assemblage known 
as “ Reynard the Fox.” The Reynard scries, which in France num- 
bers some three hundred and twenty thousand lines, began, ifc is 
quite uncertain when, but probably in the tenth or el»renth cen- 
tury, with the Latin poem of Reinardus Vulpes. This was written 
somewhere east of the Rhine, and somewhere north of the Loire. 
No other limits can be assigned, no other date can bo given. It is 
absurd for the Germans to claim the work, as they have done, and 
almost as absurd for the Frejich. Let us give the original ?flcynard 
to Belgiym. 

This enormous work, wherein the whole of the mediceval life is 
represented, its satire, its ambitions, its desires, its follies, may bo 
compared to a great cathedral, round which are grouped the* 
smaller chapels, each the idea of a different architect, while in the 
building itself every artist has been free to carve what he pleased, 
and every workman seems to have left his individual mark. The 
names of the poets have perished. Here and there one tells us 
something about himself. ** I am a priest of La Croix en Brie,” 
says one. “ I am a merchant and a grocer,” says another. And 
thus each adds his quota to the stupendous whole and goes away. 

I can only here briefly indicate the main points of the old French 
Eenart 

The legend has been divided into three periods perfectly distinct. 
The first, which contained the Reinardus Vulpes, the French, 
Flemish, and Gorman Reynard, brings us to the beginning of the 
thirteenth century. 

The second, containing the “ Crowning of Reynard,” belongs 
also to the thirteenth century. 

The thii’d belongs to a new state of society, in the fifteenth cen- 
tury, and contains Eenart le cmitrefait 

The first period is the one best known. It is on this poem that 
Goethe has made his Reineke Fuchs. Reynard is a proper name, 
like that of Isengrin for the wolf. The dramatis personos are — to 
give them their French names — Noble the lion, Brun the bear, 
Firapel the leopard, Brichemer the stag, Tardif the snail, bearer of 
the royal banner, Bernard the ass and archbishop, Tybert the cat, 
Belin the ram, Escoffle t£e kite, Tieroelin the raven — these three 
last are confessors. Chanticleer the cock, Grimbert the badger, 
Cointerians the monkey, Raken^u the she-monkey, the last three 
being near relations of Reynard. 

^ Reynard is not bound by any of the rules of chivalric honour. 
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He runs away. He hides and waits. He lies, thieves, and prac- 
tises every sort of dishonourable action. He relies on his cunning 
more than his strength. He is poor. He lives retired in his castle 
of Malpertuis with Hermclino his wife, and his three sons Perce- 
haic, Malebranche, and Rovcl. Sometimes there is nothing to eat. 
Then Reynard makes the children an improving speech and goes 
out to see what he can pick up. 

His quaiTcls and battle with Isengrin arc the principal incidents. 
Wo need not follow a woll-knoAvn story. As for the satire, all 
that the Middle Ages venerated, all that they practised with faith 
and with love — pilgrimages, crusades, miracles, pious legends, 
judicial duels, confession, chivalry, all are parodied here without 
indignation, without violence, with a gentle irony which is none the 
less profound for its lightness. Tlte hen, murdered by Reynard, is 
canonised — miracles are wrought upon her tomb. These must bo 
true, JjGOause they are aMested hy the dog. Reynard then asks the 
king’s permission to expiate liis faults, is told that ho may go, 
though the king does not approve of pilgrimages and pilgrims — 

For all observe this custom sad. 

They set out good and come back bad. 

The popularity of these poems is significant of a great deal. We 
see in them the feeling that there is something besides brute force ; 
tliat cunning and craft may prevail against the stately strength of 
the knight in chain armour. 

“ Miex valt engien quo no fot force.” 

A new ruler is to be bom, a new career open to those who are 
able to seize upon it ; it is the rule of those who have brains over 
those who have none. And as for the church, this “ Roman de 
Renart ” affords another proof of the great fact that never once has 
the mind of man acquiesced in the rule of priests. Kings have im- 
posed it for the sake of order ; scholars have been silent for the 
sake of order ; good priests themselves have accepted it.for^the sake 
of order. The honest sense of the people, terrified at times by 
superstitious terrors, has all along known that it was a false and 
a cruel thing, hateful to God and harmful to man. 




CllArXER III. 

THE ROMANCE OF THE ROSE. 

Be it right or wrong, these men among 
On women do complain ; 

Affirming this, how that it is 
A labour spent in vain 
To love them well ; for never a dele 
They love a man again. 

The Nut-Brown Maid, 

I have to treat of a book which for two 
hundred and fifty years continued to live 
as a sort of Bible in Frane e- the source 
whence its readers drew their maxims of 
morality, their philosophy, their science, 
their history, and even their religion ; and which, after 
having retained its popularity for a length of time 
almost unparalleled in the history of literature, was re- 
vived with success after the Renaissance, the only 
mediseval book which for a long space of years enjoyed 
this distinction in France. 

I shall endeavour to show some of the reasons of 
this long-continued success, and to prove that the book, 
once the companion of knights and dames^pf damoiseam 
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and damoiselles, has the strongest claims on the student 
of the Middle Ages ; that it is not a congeries of dry 
and dead bones of antiquity, not a mass of mediaeval 
fables, but a book full of ideas, information, and sug- 
gestion — a book warm with life. 

English readers know the “ Romance of the Rose ” 
through the translation which is attributed to Chaucer. 
Whether it be really his or not is a matter which does 
not concern us here, and, to save trouble in explana- 
tion, I will refer to it as Chaucer’s translation. It is 
unfortunate, in some respects, that it contains only a 
portion — viz., the first 5,170 lines, and then, with an 
omission of 5,544 lines, about 1,300 more. It gives 
entire the portion contributed by Guillaume de Lorris, 
and as much of the remainder as fell in most readily 
with the humour of the translator, the attack on the 
hypocrisy of monks and friars. But by omitting all 
the rest, amounting to about two-thirds of the whole, 
he has failed altogether in giving the spirit of the 
work; and those who read only Chaucer’s version 
would certainly be at a loss to explain the rapid, 
extraordinary, and lasting popularity which the book 
achieved. 

The reasons of this popularity have, indeed, been the 
subject of considerable discussion among French critics. * 
Pasquier speaks of its “noble sentiments,” and con- 
siders that its object was moral — viz., to show that love 
is but a dream. Roquefort can see in it only a long 
and rather stupid allegory, enlivened by occasional 
gleams of poetry ; Villemain considers it a mere gloze 
on Ovid’s “ Art of Love,” with a milange of abstrac- 
tions, allegories, and scholastic subtleties. Nisard de- 
duces from its popularity a proof of its entire conformity 
■svith the spirit of the age— an almost obvious conclu- 
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8ioii. Other writers, Goujet among the number, try to 
account for its success by the reputation which Jean de 
Meung enjoyed as an alchemist, and the belief that the 
great secrets of the science were to be found in the 
poem : a manifestly inadequate reason, because the pro- 
portion of alchemists to the rest of his readers must 
have been small indeed. Others, among whom were 
Molinet and Marot — of whom more presently — thought 
its success was due to a double allegory which they found 
in it; while Professor Morlcy and Mr. Thomas Wright, 
the latest writers who have given any account of the book 
— both of them meagre, dry, and uninteresting — do not 
atteiiipt to explain its popularity at all. There are 
sufficient reasons why the book sprang at once into 
fw^our, which 1 hope presently to explain. The great 
success which it attained is illustrated by the number 
and weight of its assailants. Foremost among these 
was Gerson, the “ most Christian Doctor.” He calls it 
a book written for the basest purposes ; he says that 
if there were only one copy of it in the world, and if he 
Avere offered ffi'ty pounds in gold for it, he would rather 
burn it : that those Avho have it ought to give it up to 
their father confessors to be destroyed : and that even 
if it w(!re certain — Avhich Avas unfortunately far from 
» being the case, the contrary being presumable — that 
.lean de Meung had rei)ented his sins in sackcloth and 
ashes, it Avould be no more use praying for him than for 
Judas Iscariot himself. Cursing so ecclesiastical, in- 
vective so angry, stimulated public curiosity more and 
more, and instead of copies being given to confessors to 
be burned, copies were given to scribes to be multiplied. 
Assailants came every day unto the field. Christine 
de Pisan, later on, took up the cause of her sex, and 
vindicated womankind from the sAveeping charges made 
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against them by the poet; while Martin Franc, who 
styled himself “ Le Champion des Dames,” wrote an 
elaborate apology for his clients, which has all the 
dreariness of the “ Romance of the Rose,” and none of 
its brightness. The one is a desert indeed; the other 
is a desert with oases. 

The book is the work of two writers, Guillaume de 
Lorris and Jean de Meuiig. The earlier of these seems 
to have died about the time that his successor was 
born. Of his life we know absolutely nothing. He 
came from the little town of Lorris, where, it is said, the 
house in which he was born is still shown. Two or 
three lines in the poem are cited to prove the date of 
his birth and death, and at the close of his part we get 
the following note by a scholiast : — 

Here William died ; his song was done. 

When forty years had passed away, 

Sir John tho romance carried on, 

And here commencing, told the lay. 

While Jean de Meung himself says, safely prophesying 
about himself : — 

Car quant Ghiillanme cessera 

Johan le continuera 

Apres sa mort, que je ne mente, 

Anns trespasses plus de quarente. 

So that if we fix the date of Jean de Meaing, we 
have that of Guillaume de Lorris. Now, there is 
nothing to help us except a tradition that Guillaume 
died in the middle of the thirteenth century, and what- 
ever internal evidence the book itself affords. Most 
writers, because the order of Knights Templars is 
mentioned as still existing, have been content to date 
the book at about 1306, the year before the destruction 
of the fraternity; but the poet mentions Charles of 



40 THE EOMANCE OF THE B08E,., 

Anjou as King of Sicily. We have, therefore, a much 
narrower limit, viz., ^he year 1282. It is suflScient.for 
our purpose to date Jean de Meung’s authorship at 
about 1280, and that of Guillaume de Lorris at 1240. 

It is not at all certain that Guillaume de Lorris was 
very young when he feigned his dream. The hero of 
the poem is necessarily a young man, because early 
manhood is the period of vehement desire and passion. 
Twenty is the typical age of early manhood ; that age 
may have very well been selected as the one best fitted 
for dreams of love and the adventures of a lover. I 
am, however, inclined to believe, on the whole, that 
the poem Avas written when he Avas still quite young. 
A tradition which only recalls one fact is generally 
true, and the one fact recorded of the poet is that 
he aied quite young. Internal evidence, too, appears 
to support this vicAv. Ilis style bears marks which 
seem, though one may here be very easily mistaken, 
those of inexperience. Thus, the imaginative faculty 
is abundant, and even luxuriant ; the descriptive power, 
fully employed in Ins portraits of abstract personi- 
fications, is very much above the average; he revels 
in picturesque accessories and details which his copious 
lancy has conjured up; and his pictures, if they have 
not always the io?ie, have all the viAudness, with the 
prodigality of Avork, which belongs to a young poet’s 
early style. The versification, moreover, is cold, regu- 
lar, atid monotonous ; there is nothing to indicate the 
pbssession of experience or the presence of passion. 

( He has read OAdd,^and used him freely to suit his 
OAvn purposes ; but he Avants Ovid’s sympathetic poAver, 
and tries to supply its place by a certain cold and 
numnered grace; his faults being attributable, on the 
assumption of his early death, more to inexperience 
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and youth, than to any defects ■which years would not 
have removed. <3onsidered in this light, his work re- 
mains an unfinished monument of early genius, a svork 
which would never have been rescued from oblivion, but 
for the splendour of light thrown on it by J ean de Meun^; 

Chaucer’s translation is exceedingly accurate, giving 
line for line, and almost word for word, save when he 
sometimes adds a line to enforce its meaning, or to make 
it clear. Thus, when translating the famous 

Li robe ne faict pas lo moyne, 

he says — 

Habito ne inakyth monk ne frore ; 

But dene life and devocioun 
Makyth gode men of religioun ; 

and Rutebeuf says — 

Li a.bis ne fet pas Termite. 

The saying itsell’ (for nothing in the “ Komance of the 
Rose ” appears to be original) may perhaps be traced to 
Neckhara, who died at Cirencester in 1217 : — 

Non tonsnra facit monachum, non horrida vestis, 

Sed virtus animi, perpetu usque vigor. 

The great ease of the translation makes it read almost 

like an original work, though I cannot agree with those 

» who think that the translator has improved on his model. 

No literal translation, not even the very best, can be 

free from some stiffness and constraint. At the same 

« 

time, the felicity with which difficult passages are occa- 
sionally rendered may be judged by the following lines, 
which contain a touch almost worthy of Shirley. Here 
it is, original and translation, side by side : — 

Les yex gros et si eayoisi^s, Hir eyen gpreye and glad also, 

Qn’il rioient tonsjors avant That laugheden ay in hir sembla'ant, 

Qae la bonchette par couTant. First or the mouth by couvenant. 

That is, her eyes began to laugh before her lips. 
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Let us, as briefly as possible, set forth the action of 
the poem. It begins, like De Guilleville’s “ Pilgrimage 
of Grace,” Chaucer’s “ Court of Love ” (borrowed, of 
course, from this), Alain de I’lsle’s “ Complaint of Na- 
ture,” and a thousand other mediaeval works, with a 
dream. In the month of May, — that season when the 
earth forgets the poverty of ■winter, and grows proud 
of her renewed beauty,, clothing herself in a robe of 
flowers of a hundred colours; when the birds, silent 
during the long cold months, awake, again, and are so 
joyous that they are fain, per force, to sing, the youth 
of twenty summers wanders forth and comes upon the 
Garden of Delight (Deduit). We may remark how the 
walled garden, secured from the outer world, is the 
medi|^val writer’s only idea of scenery. Perhaps our 
modern craving for the picturesque would be greatly 
modified if we too were uncertain, like our ancestors, 
about those wolves, bears, and brigands, whose admira- 
tion for wild scenes induces them to inhabit them. 

The wall of the garden is painted with figures of all 
evil passions, such as Envy, Hatred, Avarice, and Hy- 
pocrisy {Papelardie), with those of Sorrow, Age, and 
Poverty. The youth is admitted at a wicket by the 
Lady Oy sense {Idlesse), and wanders about, admiring, 
the rows of strange trees, the birdg and flowers, the 
peace and safety of the place. Presently he comes 
ujx)n Deduit himself, whom Chaucer calls Myrthe : — 

Ful fayre was Myrthe, ful long and high : 

A fayrer man I never sigh. 

With him are all his courtiers, including Leesce 
(Joy):- 

And wot ye who came with them there ? 

The liady Gladness, bright and fair. 
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With the company was the God of Love, accom- 
panied by Doux Regard, bearing two bows: one of 
them was crooked and misshapen, the ' other straight, 
and beautifully wrought. This shows the different im- 
pressions of love, or its opposite, produced by the eyes. 
He had, too, ten arrows (the idea is borrowed from 
Ovid), five belonging to Love, viz,. Beauty, Simplicity, 
Frankness, Company, and Fair Semblance; and five to 
Dislike, viz.. Pride, Villany, Shame, Despair, and New- 
Thought. Love was followed as well by Beauty, 
whose attendants were Riches, Largesse, Franchise, 
and Courtesy, as Dames d^honneur, each of whom had 
with her a lover, that of Largesse being “ sib to Arthur, 
Duke of Bretaigne.” This is intended to illustrate 
how different (jualities attract love. 

The garden is square; it contains all sorts of fruit 
trees, “brought from the country of the Saracens;” 
these are set five or six fathoms apart; wells, fountains, 
and streams, soft grass and turf, and flowers of every 
kind. Round the stone-work of one fountain he finds 
written, “ Here died the fair Narcissus ” — an accident 
which enables the poet to narrate at length the full 
history of that unfortunate swain. Getting over his 
^digression, the youth discovers a rose-bush laden with 
roses and rosebuds, one of which he desires inconti- 
nently to pluck. Here his troubles begin. Love shoots , 
at him with five arrows, and when he is sick and faint 
with wounds, caUs upon him to surrender, and become 
his vassal. This he 'does, giving Love as a gage of 
fealty his heart, and receiving in return a code of rules 
which have been imitated by many subsequent poets, 
notably by Chaucer, in the “ Court of Love,” and by 
Charles of Orleans. He also receives as a mark of 
especial favour, Hope, Doux Penser, Doux Parler, and 
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Doux Regard — Sweet-Thought, Sweet- Speech, and 
Sweet-Looks, as companions. He makes a rash and 
ill-considered attempt upon his Rosebud. But Danger 
is there with Malebouche, Shame (child of Trespass and 
Reason), and Chastity, the daughter of Shame. He is 
driven away, loaded with reproaches. His companions 
leave him, and while he is sitting dejected and despair- 
ing Reason comes to him and argues on the folly of 
love : — 

Love is but madness ! I tell you true ; 

The man who loves can nothing do : 

He has no profit from the earth : 

If he is clerk, he forgets his learning : 

If anything else, whatever his worth, 

Great is his labour and little his earning. 

Long and unmeasured and deep the pain : 

Short is the joy ; the fruition vain. 

But the pleading of Reason, as generally happens in 
such cases, is quite useless. The lover — 

For still within my heart there glows 

The breath divine of that sweet Rose — 

goes next to a Friend (Ami), from whom he gets small 
sympathy, but much practical relief. Acting on his 
counsel, he begs pardon of Danger, who grants it; 
sulkily. Danger in most mediaeval allegories stands 
for the husband. Getting Bel Accueil to accompany 
him, he goes once more to see his Rosebud, which he 
finds greatly improved. Venus obtains for him the 
privilege of a kiss. Shame, Jealousy, and Malebouche 
arc alarmed, and interfere. Danger turns everybody 
out Jealousy builds a high tower, in which Bel 
Accueil is shut up, a prisoner, with Danger and Male- 
bouche to guard him. Outside the tower sits the dis- 
consolate lover, lamenting his misfortunes, and the 
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mutability of love’s favours, which he compares to 
those of Fortune, of whom he says: — 

In heart of man 

Malice she plants, and labour, and pain ; 

One hour caresses, and smiles, and plays ; 

Then as suddenly changes her face : 

Laughs one moment, the next she mourns : 

Round and round her wheel she turns. 

All at her own caprice and will. 

The lowest ascends, and is raised, until 
He who was highest was low on the ground. 

And the wheel of Fortune has quite turned round. 

And at this point the poet died — “ trespassa Guillaume 
de Lorris.” Had he lived to complete his work we 
should have had a complete “Ars Amoris,” fashioned on 
the precepts of Ovid, and clothed in an allegory, cold, 
monotonous, bloodless, though graceful, fanciful, and 
not devoid of poetic taste. 

Perhaps we should have had more than this. In its 
simple, &st meaning, it is not difficult for anyone to 
make it out. Idleness or Leisure alone makes Pleasure 
possible ; through Idleness we enter into the garden of 
Delight, where Love wanders. Youth is the season of 
love, and Spring is an emblem of youth. The escort 
•of Love is the collection of qualities which belong to 
the time of youth, and make it happy, such as beauty, 
wealth, and courtesy. What has Reason to do with 
Love ? Who can advise but an experienced friend ? 
The only possession that the vassal can give to Love, 
the suzerain, is his own heart ; the chief aid to success 
is Bel Accueil — “ fair welcome ” — while Envy, Shame, 
(for fear of Malebouche — Calumny), Jealousy, and Chas- 
tity protect the maiden. 

So far all is clear and easy to be read. Was there 
not, however, under an interpretation as easy as that of 
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Bunyan’s “ Holy War,” a second and a deeper meaning ? 
It is a question not easy to answer. Molinet — the dull 
and laborious Molinet, who published, towards the end 
of the fifteenth century, an edition of the book in 
prose — 

Lo Roman de la Rose 

Moralise cler et net., 

Translate en rime et prose 

Par votre humble Molinet — 

pretends not only that there is a hidden meaning, but 
also to discover what this hidden meaning was. “ The 
young man,” he tells us, “who awakens from his 
dream is the child born to the light : he is born in the 
month of May, when the birds sing : the singing of the 
birds is the preaching of holy doctors (/).” He dresses, 
in his dreams, to go out. This is the entrance of the 
child into the world, enveloped in human miseries : the 
river represents Baptism ; the orchard is the Cloister of 
Religion ; outside it, because they cannot enter therein, 
and have no share or part in Paradise, are the figures 
of human vices. ,^Muit is our Lord ; Ldesce is the 
Church ; Love is the Holy Spirit ; the eight doves of 
Venus’s chariot are the eight Beatitudes ; and the 
combat between Love and the guardians of Bel Accueil 
is the perpetual contest between good and evil. Even 
the story of Narcissus is not without its meaning ; and 
the pine which shades the fountain is the tree of the 
Cross, while the fountain itself is the overflowing 
stream of mercy. Love, again, in the latter part, 
stands for our Saviour ; homage to Him is the profes- 
sion of faith of a novice ; the commandments of Love 
are the vows of chastity and poverty. And the legend 
of Virginia is an allegory; the maiden being the sonl, 
and Appius the worlds This position he strengthens 
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by deriving, after the fashion of the philologists of the 
period, the name of Appius from a privative, and pius. 

Clement Marot, on the other hand, in his edition, 
where he turned the language into French of his own 
day, and thereby utterly spoiled it, finds an interpreta- 
tion of his own, quite as ingenious and quite as impro- 
bable as that of Molinet. The Rose is the state of 
wisdom, “bien et justemcnt conformc h, la Rose pour 
les valeurs, doulours, et odours qni en elle sont: la 
quelle est h' avoir difiicilc ix)ur les empeschements in- 
terposez.” It was a Papal Rose, made of gold, and 
scented with musk and balm ; of gold, on account of the 
honour and reverence due to God ; scented with musk 
to symbolize the duties of fidelity and justice to our 
neighbours ; and with balm because we ought to hold 
our own souls clear and precious above all worldly 
things. 

Or, the Rose is the state of Grace, difficult for the 
sinner to arrive at, and fitly symbolized by the flowers 
which had sufficient virtue to transform Apuleius from 
an ass back to his human shape. 

Or, again, the Rose was the Virgin Mary — the Rose 
of Jericho, pure and spotless, and not to be touched by 
human hands. 

Fourthly; it was the rose which the Queen of Sheba 
gave to Solomon, which signified eternal^ happiness. 
The interpretations of Molinet and Marot are both mani- 
festly absurd, and represent the pedantic trifling of a 
time when the taste for double allegories had been car- 
ried to a ridiculous extent. And as for Jean de 
Meung’s part, there are plenty of touches in it which 
show that the writer, though no heretic, had little sym- 
pathy with church matters; and would certainly not 
be disposed to spend his time in laboriously concocting 
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a riddle of twenty thousand lines, the answer to which 
was to be found in the Romish creed. And in Guil- 
laume de Lorris himself, it is difficult to find a word for 
or against the church. He was, no doubt, mindful of 
the stern lesson read to heretics in the crusade of Pro- 
vence, fresh in dl men’s recollection. But he had been 
nurtured and fed on the poetry of the troubadours; 
the form of his verse and the turn of his thought were 
Proven9al. Was it likely that so young a writer should 
escape the spirit of the literature while he' studied its 
form ? And since in a time of violent religious excite- 
ment, he can find no word of sympathy for a church 
which persecutes, is it not probable that his sympathies 
arc, if not with the church persecuted, at least with 
the people? 

Whether this was so or not can never now be satis- 
factorily answered. He left his poem unfinished, hardly, 
perhaps, begun. Whatever has to be said on the sub- 
ject of its original plan must be necessarily conjectural. 
I incline to believe that he did have a religious purpose, 
which was not understood by Jean dc Meung, and that 
one who bears in mind the religious history of Provence 
as well as the character of its poetry, may well con- 
struct an interpretation of the work of Guillaume de 
Lorris far more probable and consistent than that of 
Molinet or of Marot. 

Jean de Meung,* so called because he was born at 
the little town of Meung, in the department of Loiret — 

De Jean de Meung s’enfle le cours de Loire — 

Jean Clopinel, Limping John, because he was lame-— 


» We know next to nothing of his life, but it hardly matters, 
lis ifl a chapter of “ opinions.” 
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finding himseF, some forty years later, with his head 
stuffed full of all the learning of his time, nearly burst- 
ing with sentiments, convictions, and opinidns on reli- 
gion, politics, social economy, and science^ began, one 
may suppose, to cast about for some means of getting 
rid of his burden. Lighting on the unfinished and half- 
forgotten work of Guillaume de Lorris, he conceived 
the idea of finishing the allegory, and making it the 
medium of popularizing his own opinions. He could 
hardly have hit upon a readier plan. It was not yet a 
time for popular science ; there Avere no treatises in the 
vernacular on history, theology, and political economy, 
and the only way of getting at people was by means of 
rhyme. But Jean de Meung Avas no allegorist and no 
story-teller. He took up the tale, indeed, where his 
predecessor left it, and carried it on somehoAV, but in so 
languid a manner, with so many digressions, turns, and 
twists, that Avhat little interest Avas originally in it goes 
clean out. Nothing can well be more tedious than 
those brief portions devoted to the conduct of the story. 
Love calls his barons together, is defeated, sends an em- 
bassy to his mother, Venus, who comes to his assist- 
ance ; the fortress is taken, Bel Accueil is released, and 
the Rose is plucked. In the course of the poem, Male- 
bouche gets his tongue cut out, Ddduit, Doux Regard, 
L4esce, Doux Penser, and others drop out of the alle- 
gory altogether ; the Garden is forgotten ; all the little 
careful accessories of GuiUaumc de Lorris, such as the 
arrows of Love and his commandments, are contemp- 
tuously ignored. Those that remain are changed, the 
Friend in the second part being very different from tl|'e 
Friend in the first, while Richesse appears with a ne\v 
function. Every incident is made the peg for a digres- 
sion, and every digression leads to a dozen others. The 

K 
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losses of the old characters are made up by the creation 
of new ones, and, in Faux Semblant, the hypocrite and 
monk, Jean de Meung anticipates Rabelais and sur- 
passes Erasmus. 

Between Guillaume de Lorris and his successor there 
is a great gulf, hardly represented by the forty years 
of interval. Men’s thoughts had widely changed. The 
influence of Provencal poetry was finally and completely 
gone, and its literature utterly fallen, to be revived 
after many centuries only by the scholar and the anti- 
quarian. More than this, the thoughts and controver- 
sies of men, which had turned formerly upon the foun- 
dations of the Christian faith, now turned either on 
special points of doctrine, or on the foundation and 
principles of society. 

No writers, so far as 1 remember, have noticed the 
entire separation between the two parts of the romance. 
They are independent works. Even the allegory changes 
form, and the idea of the trouvhre Guillaume was lost 
and forgotten when his successor professed to carry 
it on. 

In passing from one to the other, the transition is 
like that from a clear, cold mountain stream to a turbid 
river, whose waters are stained with factory refuse, and 
whose banks are lined with busy towns. The mystic 
element suddenly .disappears. Away from the wood- 
land and the mountains, and among the haunts of men, 
it cannot live. The idea of love becomes gross and 
vulgar. The fair, clear voice of the poet grows thick 
and troubled ; his gaze drops from the heavens to the 
earth. It is no longer a trouvhre bent on developing a 
hidden meaning, and wrapping mighty secrets of reli- 
gious truth in a cold and careful allegory ; it is a man, 
unfortunately a Churchman, eager and impetuous, alive 
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to all the troubles and sorrows of humanity, with a 
•preme contempt for love, and for woman, the object 
of love, and a supreme carelessness for .the things that 
occupied the mind of his predecessor. We have said 
that new characters were introduced. The boundaries 
of the old allegory were, indeed, too narrow. Jean do 
Meung had to build, so to speak, the walls of his own 
museum. It was to be a musjGum which should contain 
all the knoAvledge of the time ; to hold miscellaneous col- 
lections of facts, opinions, legends, and quotations, than 
which tiothing can be more bewildering, nothing more 
unmethodical, nothing more bizarre. 

As a poet he is certainly superior to his predecessor, 
though Guillaume de Lorris can only be ranked as a 
second-rate versifier. He is diffuse, apt to repeat him- 
self, generally monotonous, and sometimes obscure. 
His imagination is less vivid, and his style less clear, 
than those of Guillaume de Lorris. Occasionally, how- 
ever, passages of beauty occur. The following, for ex- 
ample, diffuse as it is, appears to me to possess some of 
the elements of real poetry. The poet is describing a 
tempest followed by fair weather. Nature weeps at 
the wrath of the winds : — 

The air itself, in truth, appears 
To weep for this in flooded tears. 

The clouds such tender pityAake, 

Their very clothing they forsake : 

And for the sorrow that they bear. 

Put oflF the ornaments they wear. 


So much they mourn, so much they weep. 
Their grief and sorrow are so deep. 

They make the rivers overflow. 

And war against the meadows low : 

Then is the season’s promise crossed ; 

The bread made dear, th^ harvest lost. 
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And honest poor who live thereby, 

Mourn hopes that only rose to die. 

>(( * * * 

But when the end arrives at last, 

And fair times come, and bad are passed ; 

When from the sky, displeased and pale. 

Fair weather robs its rain and hail. 

And when the clouds perceive once more 
The thunder gone, the tempest o’er — 

They then rejoice, too, as they may, 

And to be comely, bright, and gay. 

Put on their glorious robes anew, 

Varied with every pleasant hue ; 

They hang their fleeces out to dry, 

Carding and combing as they fly ; 

Then take to spinning, and their thread 
Abroad through all the heavens spread. 

With needles white and long, as though 
Their feathery gauntlets they would sew — 

Harness their steeds, and mount and fly 
O’er valleys deep and mountains high. 

It is needless, after what has been said, to pursue 
any further the story of the romance. There is not 
much lost by this omission, because the work has 
really little or nothing to do with the allegory, and 
might simply be called, “ The Opinions of Jean do 
Meung,” 

These opinions may be divided into four classes, 
foremost of which, in his own mind, stands his hatred 
of monks. In religion he was not an infidel, or even 
a heretic ; he was simply in opposition. He writes, 
not* against sacerdotalism, but against the inversion of 
recognized order by the vagabond friars. Order, 
indeed, he would" insist upon as strenuously as 
Hooker himself; J)ut order he would subordinate to 
what he deems, the most essential thing, personal holi- 
nefi.S4>. ^o decry, deride, and hurl contempt on the 
^onasti^ orders : to put int5 the strongest possible 
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words the inarticulate jwpular hatred of these was, wo 
believe, his leading thought when he began his book. 

His second idea was to make an angry, almost furious 
protest against the extrav^ant respect paid to women, 
and an onslaught on their follies and vices. It is v(!ry 
curious, and shows how little he was trammelled by 
his allegory, that he fails altogether to see how entirely 
out of jdace is such an attack in the “ Romance of the. 
Rose.” 

lie had two other principal ideas : one to commu- 
nicate in th(j common tongue as much science as the 
world could boast; and the other, to circulate certain 
principles of vague and hesitating republicanism which 
were then beginning to take the place of those religious 
speculations which occupied men’s minds in the early 
part of the century. 

• Jean de Meung’s was not the only book of the time 
which aimed at being an encyclopaedia, but it was by 
far the best known and the most widely repandu.- 
There were written towards the close* of the thirteenth 
century certain collections called tresorft, especially that 
written by Dante’s master, Brunette Latini, in French, 
the recollection of which comforted him even in torment. 
These triors were designed to contain everything that 
was to be learned, quicquid scibile, in mathematics, 
physics, astronomy, alchemy, music, speculative philo- 
sophy, and theology. .Readers of old English litera- 
ture will remember that dreariest of dreary books, 
Gower’s “ Confessip Amantis,” into which the hapless 
student plunges without hope, and enierges without 
profit, having found nothing but -vapid imitation, 
monotonous repetition, and somnolent platitudes. The 
“ Confessio ” is a tresor, and designed to contain all 
the science of the time. It- is adapted, so far as the 
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science goes, from a tresor called the “ Secretum Secre- 
torhm.” 

Liberal thought, in the time of Jean de Meung, did 
not attack the domain of doctrine, partly, perhaps, from 
an unwillingness to meet the probable consequences of 
a charge of heresy; indeed, when doctrine came in its 
way, it seems to have leaned in the direction of ortho- 
doxy. Thus we find Jean de Meung siding with 
Guillaume de St.-Amour in an attack on the “ Eternal 
Gospel,” that most extraordinary book, ascribed to 
Joachim, Abbot of Flora,* which was intended to have 
the same relation to Christianity which Christianity 
bears to Judaism, to be at once its fulfilment and its 
abolition, which was to inaugurate the third and last, 
the perfect age, that of the Holy Spirit, The mendi- 
cants, an ignorant, credulous body, quite incapable of 
appreciating the consequence of any teaching, espoused 
the cause of the book; Guillaume de St.-Amour 
arraigned them, not only of the ordmary vices attributed 
to them — vices entirely contrary to their vows — but as 
preachers of doctrines pernicious, false, and heretical. 
Probably Jean de Meung was actuated by esprit de 
corps, Guillaume de St.-Amour being a champion of 
the University of Paris, as well as by hatred to the 
monks, and, in spite of his hard words, was not moved 
strongly by any sj>ecially inimical feeling towards the 
book. Following the instincts of his time, however, he 
flatly ascribes its authorship to the Devil, the alleged- 
author of so many theological books. 

In the book occurs a description of Hell, which is 
curious, ns it shows that Dante classified rather than 
invented the tortures of the circles : — 


Seo “Kevue des Deux Mondes,” 1866, vol.,64.'' 
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What guerdon, he a^ks, “can the wicked man look for, save 
the cord which will hang him to the dolorous gibbet of hell ? 
There will ho be riveted with everlasting fetters before the prince 
of devils ; there will he be boiled in cauldrons ; roasted before and 
behind ; set to revolve, like Ixion, on catting wheels turned bj the 
paws of devils ; tormented with hunger and thirst, and mocked 
with fruit and water, like Tantalus, or set to roll stones for ever up 
hill, like Sisyphus. 

One thing seems worthy of remark. The place of 
punishment for the wicked man, in the Middle Ages, 
Avas the torture-chamber of their own criminal courts, 
intensified by imagination. Their punishment was 
through the senses. Of mental suffering they had no 
conception. , Yet, strangely enough, their Heaven was 
never a Ileaven of the senses ; and it shows how deeply 
the world was penetrated Avith the feeling of Christ’s 
holiness, that while every temptation seemed set to 
make the mass believe in a Paradise like that of 
Mahomet, the Heaven of Christendom has always 
offered, as its chief charm, the worshij) and praise of a 
})resent God. “ There, by the fountain of mercy,” says 
Jean de Meung, “shall ye sit” : — 

There shall ye taste that spring so fair ; 

(Bright are its waters, pure and clear,) 

And never more from death shall shrink, 

If only of that fount you drink. 

But ever still, untired, prolong 

The days with worship, praise, and song.^ 

The poet reserves, however, his chief strength and 
the main exposition of his Adews for his character of 
Paux Semblant — False-seeming — the hypocrite. There 


^ Cf. also Richard of Hampole : — 

Ther is lyf withoute ony deth, 

♦ * * 

Ae yatte the most sovereign joye of alle 
Is the sight of Goddes bright face. 

In whom resteth alle raanere grace. 
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is dramatic art of the very highest kind in the way in 
which Faux Semblant draws and develops his own cha- 
racter, ])ronounces, as it were, the apology of hypocrisy. 
Ilis painting of the vices of the mendicant orders does 
not approach those of Walter de Mapes, or of Buchanan, 
in savage ferocity; but it is more satirical and more 
subtly venomous, and has the additional bitterness 
that it is spokt'.n as from within the body which he 
attacks. The others, standing outside the monastic 
orders, point the finger of scorn at them. Jean de 
Meung makes one of themselves, an unblushing priest, 
with a eandour which almost belongs to an approving 
conscience, with a chuckling self-complacency and an 
unconsciousness of the contrast between his life and his 
profession, which rise to the very first order of satirical 
writing, depict his own life, and take credit for villanies 
which he takes care to inform us are common to his 
order. He has been compared with Friar John ; but 
the animalism and lusty vigour of this holy man lead 
him to a life of jovial sensuality through sheer igno- 
rance; whereas Faux Semblant, his conscience seared 
with a hot iron, sins against the light. We may com- 
pare, too, the attacks made by Jean de Meung’s con- 
temjMjraries and immediate successors. They never 
attempt satire of this kind. It was an instrument 
whose use they could not comprehend. Their line is 
invective, as when Rutebeuf says, in his straightforward 
way— 

Papelart et Beguin, 

Out le sieclc honi ; 

or else the satire of the fabliaux and contes, which is 
the simple telling of stories discreditable to the clergy. 

Faux Semblant,” in his sermon, begins by telling Ms 
hearers that he lives, by preference, in obscurity, and 
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may therefore chiefly be found where this is most 
readily obtained, viz., under a religious habit. With 
the habit, however, he is far from putting on the 
reality of religion. He attaches himself to powerful 
patrons ; he goes about preaching poverty, but living 
on the best of everything; nothing can be more con- 
trary to his experience than that religion is to be found 
at all under the robe of a monk; nor does it follow 
that men and women lead bad lives because they wear 
a worldly garb ; very many, indeed, of the saints have 
been married, were parents of children, and men and 
women of the world. 

He tells how he changes his habit from time to 
time ; how, out of the religious life, he “ takes the 
grain and leaves the straw;” how he hears confessions 
and grants absolution, as well as any parish priest; 
bnt how, unlike the parish priest, he will hear the 
confessions only of the rich, who can afford to pay; 
“ let me have the fat sheep, and the pastors shall have 
the lean.” So with the poor; he will not help any. 

Let dying beggars cry for aid, 

Naked and cold on dunghill laid : 

There stands the hospital, with door 
Wide open to receive the poor. 

Thither let all who please repair, 

For help nor money can I spare : 

No nse for me to save their life : 

What cam, he give who sucks his knife f 

Now, with the rich it is different ; and the mendi- 
cant, while he takes the alms of those whose sins he 
has heard, may glow with conscious virtue, reflecting 
that the rich are much more exposed to temptation, 
and therefore, as a rule, more grievously weighed 
down with .a sense of guilt, than the poor. When 
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relief can be given, surely it should first be bestowed 
on those who need it most. 

Mendicancy, Faux Semblant acknowledges with an 
engaging candour, is only right when a man has not 
learned and cannot learn a trade. Monks ought to 
earn their bread by labour, and when we are com- 
manded to give all to the poor, it is not meant that we 
should take it back by begging, but that we should 
work for our living. But the world, neglecting this 
among other wholesome rules, has set itself to rob, 
plunder, and despoil, every man trying to get what- 
ever he can from his neighbour. As for himself, his 
business, and that of his brethen,is to rob the robber — 
to S])oil the spoiler. 

The mendicants keep up their OAvn power by union ; 
if a man does one of them an injury, they all conspire 
to effect his ruin ; if one hates, all hate : if one is 
refused, all are refused, and revenge is taken : if any 
man is conspicuous for good deeds, they claim him as 
their own disciple, and in order to get the praise of 
people and inspire confidence^^ they ask, wherever they 
go, for letters which may testify to their virtue, and 
make people believe that all goodness abounds in 
them. 

He says that he leaves others to retire into her- 
mitages and caves, preferring to be called the Anti- 
christ of robbers and hypocrites: he proclaims him- 
self a cheat, a rogue, a liar, and a thief: he boasts 
that his father. Treachery, and himself, rule in every 
realm, and that in the security of a religious disguise, 
where no one is likely to suspect him, he contrives 
various means to charm and deceive the world. Set 
forth in this bold fashion, the discourse of Faux Sem- 
blant loses all its dramatic force. It is fidr, however. 
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to state that this dramatic force is chiefly found in de- 
tached passages, and that the sermon is entirely spoiled 
by the many digressions, notably that on the “Eternal 
Gospel,” which are found in it. 

Another long and very curious dissertation, into 
which there is no sjjace here to enter, is that on pre- 
destination, where he arrives at the conclusion that the 
doctrine must be accepted as a dogma in Christian 
faith, but that it need not affect the Christian life — 

For every man, except a fool, 

May guide himself by Virtue’s rule. 

A conclusion which seems almost to anticipate the 
compromise arrived at in the Article of the Church of 
England. 

The sum of Jean de Meung’s religipus teaching is to 
be found in the sermon of Geiiius — 

And, lords and ladies, this bo sure, 

That those who live good lives and pure ; 

Nor from their work and duty shrink. 

Shall of this fountain freely drink. 

* * # 

To honour Nature never rest. 

By labour is she ho7ioured best ; 

If others’ goods are in your hands, 

Eestore them all — so God commands. 

From murder let all men abstain ; 

Spotless keep hands, and mouth keep clean. 

Be loyal and compassionate, 

So shall ye pass the heavenly gate. 

The one thing insisted on by Jean de Meung is the 
absolute necessity of a pure life. A profound sense of 
the beauty of a pure life is, indeed, the key-note to all 
mediaeval heresies and . religious excitements. . The 
uncleanness of the clergy was the most terrible weapon 
wielded by the heresiarchs. Thus, Peter de Brueys 
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compelled monks to marry. Henry the Deacon taught 
that the church could exist without priests. Tanchelin 
of Antwerp held that the validity of the sacraments 
depended on the holiness of him who administered 
them. Peter Waldo sent out his disciples two by two, 
to preach the subversive doctrine that every virtuous 
man was his own priest ; while the Cathari went 
gladly to the stake in defence of their principle that 
absolute personal jmrity Avas the one thing acceptable 
tp God. The more ignorant the age, the wilder is 
religious speculation ; but in the most ignorant ages, 
there rises up from time to time a figure with a spi- 
ritual insight far beyond that of more learned times. 
Protestantism in its noblest form has found nothing 
more sublime than this conception of a church where 
every good man is a ])riest; and there is nothing in 
the history of religious thought more saddening than 
these efforts of the })eople, ever hopeless, ever renewed, 
to protest against dogma, creed, perfunctory and vica- 
rious religion, and to proclaim a religion of personal 
holiness alone. 

Let us turn to the second division. We find the 
book teeming with a misogyny bitter enough to make 
us believe that there must have been some personal 
cause for it. “What is Love ?” he asks. “It is a 
maladie de pemh — the dream of a sick fancy .... 
There is a far higher and nobler thing in the friendship 
of men.” And it is after narrating the stories of 
Penelope and Lucretia, that he puts into the mouth 
of Jealousy the famous couplet — 

Toutes estes, serez, on fnetes, 

De faict on de vonlent^, pntes. 

Of course it may be urged that these are the words 
of Jealousy, and not of the poet; but, unfortunately. 
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there are so many indications of the author’s entire 
approval of the sentiment, that the plea is hardly worth 
much. Take, for instance, the dramatic scene, when 
the wife worms out her husband’s secret; or that of 
the old woman’s lesson to Bel Accueil, where, as in the 
case of Faux Semblant, he puts woman’s condemnation 
in her own mouth. She teaches him the art of love 
almost in Ovid’s own words; she prefaces her lesson 
by a lament over the past days of youth and beauty ; 
her regrets are not for a life of sin and deceit, but for 
the past bad days that can come no more. She is 
steeped in wickedness and intrigue ; she can see no 
happiness, except in love and luxury : — 

My days of gladness are no more ; 

Your joyous time is all before ; 

Hardly can I, through age and pain, 

With stafi’ and crutch ray knees sustain. 

Almost a child, you har^y know 
What things you have to bear and do. 

Yet, well I wot, the torch that all 
Burns soon or late, on you will fall ; 

And in that fount where Venus brings 
Her maidens, will you drench Love’s wings. 

But ere you headlong enter, pause, 

Listen to one who knows Love’s laws. 

Perilous are its waters clear ; 

He risks his life who plunges here 
Without a guide. Who follows me 
Safe and successful shall he be. 

She tells of her vanislj^d youth and all the pleasant 
follies of her young days; how she threw away her 
affections on a scoundrel, who only robbed and ill- 
treated her ; how she wasted her money and neglected 
her chances; how she grew old, and her old Mends 
ceased to knock at her door. 

But ah ! my child, no one can know, 

Save him who feels the bitter woe. 
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What grief and dolonr me befell 
At losing what I loved so well. 

The honeyed words, the soft caress, 

The sweet delight, the sweet embrace ; 

The kisses sweet so quickly sped, 

The joyous time so quickly fled. 

Fled ! and I loft alone to mourn. 

Fled ! never, never to return. 

The whole passage is full of the truest touches of 
nature, aiid is written with a vet've quite extraordinary. 
Villon has imitated it in hi^ hallad of the Belle Heaul- 
mihre ; ‘ and B^r^nger sings in the same key, — 

. Combien je regretio 

Mon bras si dodu, 

Ma jambe bien faitc, 

Et le temps perdu. 

Jean de Meung’s old woman is no more repentant than 
her successors. And she tells- Bel Accucil all that 
Ovid had to impart. 

It is quite* possible that in putting an imitation of 
the “ Art of Love ” into the old woman’s mouth, Jean 
de Meung catered to the lowest tastes of the age, and 
courted a popularity from this part of his work which 


1 Avis m*est que j’oy regretter 
La belle qui fust Heaulmiere ; 

Soy jeuno fille souhaiter 
Et parler en ceste m^iere. 

# » # ^ « 

Qu’est devenu ce front poly, 

Ces cheveulx blonds, sourcils voultis:. 
Grant entr’coil, le regard joly, 

Dont prenoye les pips subtils ; 

Ce beau nez ni grand ni petit ; 

Ces petites joinctes oreilles ; 

Menton fourchu, oler vis, traictiz, 

Et cos belles levres vermeilles ? , 
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he might not have obtained from the rest. The same 
sort of defence — ^no defence at all, but another And a 
worse charge — has beeji set up in the cases of Rabelais 
and Swift., All such offenders, we are told, deferred to 
popular opinion, and wrote what they inwardly dis- 
approved. This surely is worse. To be yourself so 
far depraved as to, take delight in things impure is bad ; 
to deliberately lay yourself out to please others with 
things impure is surely infinitely more wicked. It is 
possible that Jean de Meung, Rabelais, and Swift, did 
this ; but I do not think it probable^ Jn the case of the 
poet whom we are now considering, there seems every 
reason to believe that he had formed the lowest possible 
ideas of love and women ; that from the depths of a 
corrupted morality, which permitted him the same 
pleasure in impurity which the common herd of the 
vulgar and illiterate shared, he had eager yearnings for 
that purity of life which alone, as he felt and preached, 
could bring one to taste of the heavenly spring. That 
a man could at the same time grovel so low and look so 
high, that his gaze upwards was so clear and bright, 
while his eyes were so often turned earthward, is a 
singular phenomenon ; but it is not a solitary one. 
Other, greater, men have been as degraded as they were 
exalted. Perhaps when ' Christiana and her children 
saw that vision of the man with the muck-rake, while 
the angel, unregarded, held the crown of glory over his 
head, had they looked piuch longer, they might have . 
seen him drop his rake and gaze upwards, with stream- 
ing eyes, upon the proffered glory. Jean de Meung 
was the man with the muck-rake who sometimes looked 
upwards. 

The poet feels it necessary to apologize for his 
seyerity against the sex. “ If,” he says, “ you see 
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anything here against womankind, blame not the 
poet.” 

All this was for inatructioti writ ; 

Here are no words of idle wit. 

No jealousy inspired the song ; 

No hatred bears the lines along ; 

Bad are their hearts, if such there live, 

Who villainie to women give. 

Only, if aught yoiir sense offend, 

Think that to know yourself is good, 

And that with this intent, my friend, 

I write what else might seem too rude. 

He thinks it right, too, to make a sort of apology for 
the severity of his attack on monks : — 

I strung my bow : I bent it well ; 

And though no saint, the truth to tell, 

I let my random arrows fly 
In lowly town and cloister high. 

For what cared I where’er they lit ? 

The folk that Christ called hypocrite, 

Who here and there are always found, 

Who keep their Lent the whole year round, 

♦ » 

But feed on live luen’s flesh the while 
With teeth of envy and of guile, 

These were my mark ; no other aim 
Was mine except to blot their fame. 

Let us pass to what is perhaps the most curious part 
of the book, and the richest for the student of mediaeval 
ideas — tliat in which he gives us his views on the 
growth and principles of society. Here are advanced 
theories of an audacity and apparent originality which 
make one curious to know how far they penetrated into 
the lower strata of France; whether they were the 
speculations of a dreamer, or the tenets of a school ; 
whether there was any connection — ^it is more than 
'fpossible — between this kind of teaching amd the frantic 
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revolts of the peasantry; whether, in fact, Jean de 
Meung was a prophet with a following, or a visionary 
Avithout disciples. Read, for instance, his account, 
imitated from the first book of Ovid’s Metamorphoses, 
of the Golden Age ; — 

Once on a time, in thoRO old yearR 
When lived our graiidsires and forbears 
(Writers, by whom the tale wo know, 

And ancient legends, tell us so), 

Love was loyal, and true, and good ; 

The folk was simple ; the fare was rude ; 
l^'hoy gathered the berries in forest and mead : 

For all their moat and all their bread ; 

They wandered by valley and plain and mountain, 

By river £uid forest and woodland fountain, 

Plucking the chestnuts and sweet wild fruits. 

Looking for acorns and rustic roots. 

They rubbed together the ears of wheat ; 

They gathered the clustering grape to oat ; 

.Rich faro they made when the forest bees 
Filled with honey the hollow trees : 

Water their drink ; and the strong rod wine 
Was not yet pressed from the autumn vine. 

* # # ^ ♦ 

When sleep came with the shades of night,. 

They spread no beds oMown so light^ 

But stretched in tfieir cabins, on pilesi of hay, 

Fresh gathered grass, and loaves, they lay. 

Or slept without— when the air was mild — 

And summer winds were hushed and stilled ; 

When birds in the early morning grey 
Awoke to welcome, each in his way. 

The dawn that makes all hearts so gay. 

In that glad time when the royal pair, 

Flora — Queen of the flowers fair — 

And Zephyr, her mate, give timely birth 
To flowers of spring, through all the earth. 


. . . . such splendour give 

ThJtt you might think the world would strive 
With Heaven itself for glory — so bright. 

So fair, so proud, with its flowers bedight.** 

F 
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Then in the woods they lay at ease 
Over their heads the branchini^ trees — 

Lovers kissed, who lovers were, 

And kissed again, and had no fear — 

Then they chaunted rounds and lays, 

Joyously led their sports and plays : 

A simple folk ; they had no prayer — 

No fond ambition — nor other care 
Than just to live a life of joy — 

And loyal love without annoy. 

No king or prince was with them yet 
To plunder and wrong, to ravish and fret ; 

There were no rich, there were no poor, 

For no man yet kept his own store : 

And well the saying old they knew — 

(Wise it is, and is proven true) 
fjove and Lordship are two — not one : 

They cannot abide togethet*, nor mate ; 

Who wishes to join them is undone. 

And who would unite will separate.^ 

Or, as Drydcn, who certainly never read the “ Ito- 
mance of the Rose,” unless perhaps in Marot’s edition, 
sa^s: — - 

• LOve either finds equality, or makes it. 

libc emi of the Golden Age — a thing not generally 
known — was accelerated by Jason’s voyage, the hero 
bringing home with him treasures from Outremer : 
people begin to get ideas of property: they amass 
wealth : they rob and fight for plunder : they go so far 
as to divide the land. ‘‘ La propri^t^/’ says Proudhon, 
e’est le vol.” 

Even the ground they parcelled out. 

And placed the landmarks all about ; 

And over these, whene’er they met. 

Fierce battle raged* What they could get, 

They seized and snatched ; ana everywhere 
The strongest got the biggest share. 


^ Non bono conveninnt, nee in unS sode morantnr 
Maje^-as et amor, * 
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So that at length, of plunder tired, 

Needs must a guardian should be hired. 

» » » * 

A sturdy peasant chose they then, 

The mightiest of the sons of men ; 

Strongest in battle or in ring. 

And him they took to be their king. 

Voltaire has exactly the same idea; 

Le premier roi fut nn soldat hourenx. 

This is the oidgin of royalty. The growth of feu- 
dalism, of armies, taxation, and division into classes is 
carefully traced from these small beginnings. 

But he deduces the great law of charity and love for 
our neighbours. Having this, we have everything; 
and wanting this, we get wars, tyranny, and all the 
miseries of the world. 

What is the nature of time gentility? Lineage, he 
explains, has nothing to do with it. None are geatle 
but those whose virtues make them s.o, Ancestors 
may leave their wealth behind them, . bu# noi^^ the 
qualities that made them great. Clerks hrfve afl ad- 
vantage over unlettered persofis in knowing what is 
right. If they are coarse and rude,* they sin against 
greater light, and incur h^vier punishment. 

Let him, who gentleman would be, 

From sloth and idleness keep free ; ^ 

In arms and study be employed, 

And coarse rusticity avoid. 

Let him, with humble, courteous grace, 

Meet every class in every place ; 

Honour all women, wife or maid, 

So that not too much trust be laid 
In woman’s faith. So may he steer 
Of this great danger wholly clear. 

# « It % 

Know all, that gentle blood may bring 
No benefit, or anything, 
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Except what each man’s worth may give. 

Know, also, none of all that live 
Can ask for honour, praise, or blame, 

By reason of another’s name. 

The idea, of course, is not new. It is found fre- 
quently enough in the Greek and Latin literature. It 
occurs, I believe, for the first time in the fragments 
of Epicharmus — 

aya6o( S'’ avrip 

xav xa) Soi/Aof, tiyevhi ipu — 

and afterwards it is found in Euripides, Horace, 
Juvenal — “ Stemniata quid faciiint?” — and, lastly, in 
Seneca. . Doubtless, Jean de Meung took it from 
Seneca. Once started anew, the idea, of course, be- 
came popular, and poet after poet repeated it, until it 
became a mere commonplace. But, so far as I have 
been able to discover, it was Jean de Meung who gave 
it new life. 

A few words only on the natural science taught in 
the “ Romance of the Rose.” The poet, having got 
rid of this indignation and wrath that lay at his soul 
anent the mendicant friars, and the vices of women, 
wishes now, it seems, to sit do^vn for a quiet and com- 
fortable disquisition on universal knowledge, including 
alchemy, in which he is a firm believer; indeed, he 
wants to pass, in a certain ballad of his, for an adept. 
This part takes the form of a confession of Nature to 
her chaplain Genius (in which Power afterwards copies 
him). The confession is long and wearisome, but it is 
curious as being the earliest and fullest popular account 
of mediaeval science. 

He fancies Nature to be perpetually at work, fashion- 
ing creatures whom Death continually tries to destroy. 
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Nature, who fashions all that holds 
The sky beneath its ample folds, 

Within her forge meanwhile was found, 

And at her work’s eternal round, — 

Struck out new forms of every race, 

Lest life should fail, and types should cease ; 

She made so many, that Death, who toiled 
With heavy mace to kill, was foiled. 
m 

They fly to save themselves, where’er 
Tlieir fafce may lead or feet may bear ; 

Some to the church and convent rule. 

Some to the dance, some to the school ; 

Some to their merchandize are turned, 

Some to the arts which they have learned. 

* * 

Another, sworn by Holy W rit, 

Puts on the cloak of hypocrite ; 

And, flying, would his thoughts conceal. 

Did not his life the truth reveal. 

So, shunning Death, do all men shape 
Their diverse ways, his blows to ’scape. 

The scientific discourse follows: observe the good 
sense of many of his remarks : — 

God, having made the world out of nothing, “taving put all 
things into their proper places, measured spaces, and allotted 
courses, handed all over to Nature as his cJiarnihridre, Whatever 
man can do — and his power is very great — he cannot equal Nature, 
the inexhaustible and untiring. By alchemy he can interchange 
metals ; can restore its pristine purity to everything ; can turn 
quicksilver into gold by subtle medicines ; but he cannot change or 
create species. This Nature alone is able to effect, changing the 
complexions of things, so that they assume new forms and become 
new substances ; as when, in thunderstorms, stones fall from the 
clouds, where no stones ever were. 

The heavens turn every day, bearing with them the stars. 
They go round from cast to west, rejoicing the world. A com- 
plete revolution is made every 26,000 years. 

The moon is different from the planets in being obscure in 
some places and clear in others. The reason of this is, that the 
sun can penetrate through one part of it, as through glass ; the 
dark part, on which is figured a serpent having a tree on his back, 
reflecting the rays. 
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In the centre is the sun, like a king. He it is who makes the 
stars so bright that they serve as lamps of the night ; were we 
nearer to the sun we should be scorched ; were wo farther away 
we should be frozen. 

The comets are not attached to the heavens, but fly about in 
the air. They do not last long, and it is a mistake to suppose that 
they portend disaster. For there is no man of worth or power 
sufficient for the heavens to take notice of him. 

Nor any prince of so great worth, 

That signs from heaven should give to earth, 

Notice of death for him alone ; 

Nor is his body — ^life once gone — 

Worth one jot more than simple squire, 

Or clerk, or one who works for hire. 

Foolish people imagine, too, that stars fall like flying dragons 
from the skies ; and that eclipses arc to be taken as portents. Now, 
no one would be astonished at these things who understood tho 
causes of things. 

Every student ought to acquire a knowledge of optics, which 
can be learned, by the aid of geometry, from the books of Aristotle, 
Albacen, and Hucayen. Here can be learned the properties of 
mirrors ; how they produce things which appear miracles ; make 
small things seem great — a grain of sand like a mountain ; and 
great things small — a mountain like a grain of sand ; how glasses 
can be used to burn things ; how straight lines can bo made to look 
crooked, round things oblong, upright things reversed ; and phan- 
toms which do not exist appear to bo moving about. 

The book from beginning to end is as full of quota- 
tions as Burton’s “Anatomy.” The author quotes 
from Aristotle, Justinian, Horace^ Seneca, St. Augus- 
tine, Ovid, Cicero, Boethius, Lucan, Claudian, Suetonius, 
and he has, probably through Cicero, some knoAvledge 
of Plato, but all tMs in the wildest jumble, with no 
discrimination and no critical power whatever. His 
range of reading was not by any means contemptible, 
and though I have met with no other writer of his tiwia 
who can compare with him in this respect, it is evident 
that since one man had command of so many books, 
other men must have enjoyed the same advantages. 
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There is reason to believe from Jean de Meung alone 
that acquaintance with Latin literature was much more 
extended than is generally thought, and that the 
scholarship of the time was by no means wholly confined 
to scholastic disputation. 

Such, roughly sketched, is the work of Jean de 
Meung, from which I have plucked some of the fruits 
that come readiest to my hand. If not altogether an 
original or a profound thinker, he has at least the merit 
of fearlessness. He taught the folk, in the most popular 
way possible, great and valuable lessons. He told them 
that religion is a thing apart from, and independent of, 
religious profession; that “la robe ne faict pas le 
moyne;” he says that most of the saints, men and 
women, were decent married people ; that marriage is 
a laudable and holy custom, that the wealth of monks 
is a mockery of their profession and a-^)eijury of their 
vows, that learned persons ought to set an example, 
and what is sheer ignorance and brutality in others is 
rank sin with them; he attacks superstition, showing 
that all phenomena have natural causes, and have 
nothing to do with earthly events and the fortunes 
of men, because men arc equal in the sight of God; 
and he teaches, in terms as clear as any used by Carlyle, 
that labour is noblef and in accordance with the con- 
ditions of our being — that man’s welfare is the end and 
aim of all earthly provision. 

All this in what used to be called the Dark Ages. 
After six hundred years, the same questions exercise 
us which exercised Jean de Meung. We are still dis- 
puting as to whether true nobility is inherited or not; 
we have not all made up our minds about the holi- 
ness of marriage; some of us still think the clergy- 
man, because he wears a surplice, holier than other 
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men ; work has been quite recently, and with much 
solemTiity, pronounced noble by a prophet who, which 
is a thousand pities, forgot while he was about it to call 
it also resieectable men yet live who look upOn scien- 
tific men with horror, and quote, with fine infelicity, a 
text of St. Paul’s about “ science falsely so called ; ” 
while the lesson of personal religion has to be ])reached 
again and again, and is generally forgotten in our 
squabbles over vestments and creeds. 

Jean de Meung wished, it seems to me, to write a 
book for the people, to answer their (|uestions, to warn 
them of dangers before them, and to instruct their 
ignorance. On the sajdess trunk of a dying and pas- 
sionless alh^gory ho grafts a living branch which shall 
bear fruit in the years to come. His poem breathes 
indeed. • Its pulses beat Avith a warm human liie. Its 
sympathies are Avith all mankind. The poet has a tear 
lor the j)oor naked beggars dying on dung-heaps and 
in the Ilbtel-Dieu, and a lash of scorpions for the 
Levite Avho goes by on the other side ; he teaches the 
loveliness of friendship ; he catches the Avordiess com- 
])laint of the poor, and gives it utterance : he speaks 
Avith a scorn which Voltaire only has equalled, and a 
rov^olutionary fearlessness surpassing that of D’Alembert 
or Diderot. 

And much more than this. Ilis book — absolutely 
the only cheerful book of his time — afforded hope that 
things were not permanent: evil times may change; 
times have not been always catI; there was once a 
Golden Age ; the troubles of the present are due, not 
to the innate badness of Nature and the universal 
unfitness of things, but to certain definite and ascertain- 
able causes. Noav, to discover the cause is to go some 
way tOAA'ards curing the disease. 
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In that uneasy time, strange questions and doubts 
perplexed men’s minds — questions of religion and j)oli- 
tics, affecting the very foundations of society. They 
asked themselves why things were so; and looking 
about in the dim twilight of imperfect knowledge, they 
could find as yet no answer. There was no rest in the 
church or in the state, and the mind of France — which 
was the mind of Europe, was gravitating to a social 
and religious democracy. An hour before the dawn, 
you may hear the birds in the forest twitter in their 
sleep : they dream of the day. Europe, at the close of 
the thirteenth century, was dreaming of the glorious 
llenaissance, the dawn of the second great day of 
civilization. Jean de Meung answered the questions 
of the times with a clearness and accuracy which satis- 
fied, if it did not entirely explain. Five generations 
passed away before the full burst of' light, and he 
taught them all, with that geniality that is his greatest 
charm. His book lasted because, confused and withoxit 
art as it is, it is full of life and cheerfulness and hope. 
Not one of the poets of his OAvn time has his lightness 
of h^rt: despondency and dejection weigh down every 
one ; they alternate between a monotonous song to a 
mistress, or a complaint for France; and to Jean dc 
Meung they arc as the wood-pigeon to the nightingale. 
They all borrowed from him, or studied him. Charles 
of Orleans, Villon, Chiment Marot, Rabelais, La Fon- 
taine, Regnier, Molifere, Bdranger, all come down from 
him in direct line, and arc his literary children and 
grandchildren. 




ClIAFTEtt IV. 

EUSTACHE DESCHAMPS. 

Prioz pour paix doulco viergc Marie, 

Priez pour paix Ic vray trosor de joyc. 

Charles of Orleans. 

URING the fourteenth century France is in 
a period of literary decadence. Versifiers 
there are, but no poets. For the palmy 
days of chivalry are over, and there arc 
already abundant signs* of approaching 
change. Wycliffe and Huss belong to this age. There 
is the Jacquerie in France : there are the peasant wars in 
Germany, and there is Jack Cade in England. In this 
century there flourished a voluminous “ maker,” Eu- 
stache by name, called, after his estate, Deschamps, 
and, because he was black of complexion, MotcI. . He 
wrote no fewer than 90,000 verses, an amount which 
represents four times the work of Virgil and tv/ice that 
of Homer. Of modern Avriters only Mr. Browning 
can approach him. 

He was born at Vertus, in Champagne, about the 
yemr 1340; paternity undisco verable, probably obscure. 
He studied at the University of Orleans, and pre- 
sently got appointed one of the King’s Messengers. He 
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then travelled, visiting Italy, Germany, and Hungary, 
He even mentions with pride, but perhaps by poetical 
licence, that he has been a prisoner of the Saracens. 
Then he became a Court usher, in which capacity his 
duty was to Avatch over the personal safety of the King, 
to act as his escort, and to mount guard at the gates. 
He was in great Court favour, wrote verses in the 
liighest form of poetry, was a favourite of everybody, 
married, and had two children, a son and a daughter. 
He was ai)pointed bailiff to the newly-born Louis, after- 
Avards Duke of Orleans, the same who was assassinated 
by order of the Duke of Burgundy, and the father of 
Charles, the poet. Deschamps having observed that at 
the birth of the Dauphin, three years before, there had 
been a succession of victories over the English, takes 
occasion on the auspicious arrival of the second son to 
prophecy that the two together will effect the total de- 
struction of England. It was an unlucky prediction, 
because one of the children became Charles the Mad, 
and the other was murdered. But of course, the 
prophet was not expected to know that. 

King Charles V., Avisest of monarchs, temjierate in 
his habits, modest in his surroundings, affable to all, 
and a patron of learning, is the poet’s model of every 
royal and manly virtue. In the contemplation of this 
perfection and its illustration in verse, he passed the 
happy years of his life. 

Presently misfortunes fall upon him. His old friend, 
GuiUaume de Machault, the great musician of the four- 
teenth century, dies; then the King,^ Charles y.,.jdies; 
then the English pillage his property at Vertus; and 
though the new King confirms him in his appoint- 
ment as “ huissier,” and promises to indemnify him 
for his losses at Vertus, no money is forthcoming, as the 
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Royal treasury was empty. He goes with the King to 
Flanders, and fights at Rosebecque; then he is made 
one of the Royal Treasurers, but eight days atterAvards,in 
deference to disagreeable popular opinion as to sinecures, 
the post is abolished. He is presented, in compensation, 
with a ch&tcau, which somebody else, probalily the 
rightful owner, takes from him. - Finally, much to his 
own dislike, he is obliged to retire into private life. He 
died about the year 1409, after a gootT long life of de- 
pendence and patronage. lie hud been, it is true, 
always in favour with the King and the Royal House, 
but thou they never gave him any money. lie was 
also chief literary adviser, adviser laureate, to the 
Crown : but then the Crown never took his advice. 

In regard to his poetry, he is two-faced, like Janus. 
There is the moral side, and there is the satirical side. 
As a moralist he ])rcsents some rather remarkable 
])oiuts, popularizing in his ballads many of the ideas of 
the Romance of the Rose., Here, for instance, is one on 
the duty of Avork : — 

In love or in kniglitLood ; in fray or in hall : 

In labour afield at the plough or the tree : 

In robo of the judge, or as king over all, 

In coarse dress of toil on the shore or the sea ; 

Bo it far — be it near — the conclusion of toil, 

Let each bear his burden the length of his day. 

Nor for weariness’ sake let his handiwork spoil : 

Do all that thou hast to do, happen what may. 

Desire not more : be not proud of thine own ; 

Look ever on virtue and never on vice : 

lieave peace to thy soul : to thy children renown ; 

For them, all their honour : for thee, Heaven’s price. 

God punishes evil : but ever lie loves 

For good done on earth better things to repay. 

Seek only to conquer where honour approves. 

Do all that thou hast to do, happen what m^. 
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He moralizes in the usual way on the flight of time : 

No flower there is, no violet of spring, 

No blossoming eglantine — how sweet it bo — 

No beauty, goodness, grace, or anything ; 

No maid white-limbed ; no kniglit gallant and free : 
Brunette or ])loudo, comely and strong to see: 

Wise, foolish : — nothing in all nature’s fold 
But in its own time withers and grows old, 

Falling to death in his relentless chace : 

Or being withered suflbrs scofl‘ and scold. 

Vieillesce est tin, et jeunesce est en grace. 

We have seen how Jean de Moung revived the old 
ideas of true nobility, and, like a modern republican, 
proclaimed the ecpiality of man. Dcschamps borroAvs 
the idea, and makes a l)allad out of it, of which, because 
it is very curious, you shall have au exact, and not a 
verse, translation of part. 

Adam loquitur : — 

Children, children, sprung from me, Adam,, your first faiher 
after God . . . yo are all descended according to the order of 
Nature from mo and from Eve, who was your mother, 1 low is 
one called villain, and the other gentleman ? Ye are all brothers : 
whence comes nobility ? I know not, unless from virtue, and vil- 
lainy from vice, which wounds all. Voiis estes tons (Tune ;pel revestas. 
Puissant kings,' counts, dukes, rulers of the people , . , when they 
are out of their garments, how are they clothed ? With their shins. 
Are they any better than the least ? Certainly not they sufibr 
cold and heat, death, sickness and bitterness. Think of your poor 
estate, and remember, vom estes tom Tune pel revestus,'" 

I find nothing in the moral part of Deschamps Avhich 
is not also in Jean de Meung. It is true, the mediajval 
stock-in-trade of ideas is limited at best, and if the 
older poet had taken all, there Avas nothing for his fol- 
lowers to do but to work up the old ones in ucav forms. 
But Deschamps has one merit peculiarly his own. lie 
is real : he is a practical poet. He leaves the genera- 
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lities of allegory and attacks particular persons, things, 
and customs. Thus he is very angry with people who 
borrow his books and do not return them — a bad habit 
even now, but doubly bad when books were manu- 
8crii)t8. “ I am sick of it,” he says, “ dolens en sui.” 
He rates the Government over and over again, like an 
Opposition leading article : they are irresolute : they 
are afraid : the sailors and soldiers are dishonest ; there 
are rascals and scoundrels in every department of the 
service ; ingratitude is the only reward of faithful ser- 
vices — and so on, till we almost feel that we are in the 
nineteenth century. And he is as patriotic, particularly 
after the English have pillaged his farm, as an Alsatian 
of the present year. He prophecies, for example, with 
as much earnestness as if he believed himself inspired, 
the utter destruction of the English power : — 

The French and Scotch, the ancient British race, 

The sons of Brutus in their long array, 

Shall raise their standards in one battle place, 

And fight for conquest on one battle day. 

Rivers of blood, before the day is done. 

Shall flow on either side, but then shall die 
The sons of Brutus with despairing cry. 

And hope of mercy shall there be to nono^ 

Brostrate and vanquished shall the English lie, 

And men shall say, “ This land was Albion.” 

Like all Frenchmen in all times, he can see no town 
like Paris. He leaves it with regret : he is never tired 
of singing its praises : he comes back to it with delight/ 
Next to Paris he loves Rheims, Brussels, Vertus (before 
the English have come there), and Troye, which he calls 
“noble cifo, ville trh-amoureuse." And he is always 
chanting the praises of certain chdieaux^ seeming to love 
every one better than his own, probably on account of 
the superior fare he meets with. As for his own, he only 
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describes its miseries. Early in the morning the rooks 
begin, wanting to know if it is daybreak already : all 
day long you hear every kind of bird making a noise : 
then there are the cows, the calves, and the sheep: 
with them the bell of the monastery, which drives sick 
people mad. At night come the owls, Avith their 
wailing notes, Avho frighten those who lie aAvake out of 
their senses. And then there are the fleas : — 

C’est bien mal duis 
A gens qui sent en maladio. 

As a traveller, our Eustache is one of those who, 
like Horace’s exile, do not change their temper Avith 
the clime. He goes to Germany, Avhere he feels him- 
self no better than a barking dog, not knowing what is 
said to him and not being understood, except now and 
then, when ho comes across a clerk Avho knoAvs Latin., 
After travelling for hours over mountains through ice 
and snoAV, you arrive at a miserable roadside inn, where 
the table-cloth and napkins are dirty, where they put 
doAvn a dish for ten persons, around which all sit 
“ comme truans,” like beggars, digging thpir fingers up 
to the third joint in the meat. Remember how Erasmus 
presents exactly the same picture of a German inn — to 
be sure, it was only a hundred and fifty ^ears later. 
Then he goes to Hungary, where, indeed, is real dis- 
comfort : — 

I have nothing to saj about Paradise, because I never was there. 
As for the other place, I will tell you how to get there. Tou may 
go by way of Lombardy, and journey over the mountains to Hun- 
gary. There you will fibd ice and cold the whole year round: 
ravines deep down in the earth : and no trees but firs. “ Le pais 
est un enfer en oe monde.” Chariots and carts eannot pass there, 
and the sun never shines. Birds there are none, because the cold is 
too severe for them. The roads are only a foot and a half broad, 
with a precipice on either hand. If a man fhlls he is killed. If two 
horses meet they have to agree which will throw down the other 
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[this is a fine stroke of humour]. There is no verdure ; no vines ; 
no wheat ; no stag or doe or wild boar, only bears and chamois ; 
the people seek their nourishment all day, and wherever they can. 
There are howling winds, darkness, and horrible paths ; while 
Lucifer, King of the Devils, dwells in the peaks and distributes ice 
and cold to all parts of the world. 

Eustachc, too itnich occupied with politics, flattery, 
and his literary friends (he corresponded with Chaucer), 
docs not devote his attention much to amatory verse. 
But among his poems is a sweet little “virclay,” of 
which I tender a translation. 

Tell mo, tell mo, am I fair ? 

Does my mirror show me true ? 

Sweet of ftice and blonde of hair — 

Tell mo — is that so to you ? 

Tell me, tell mo, am I fair ? 

Grey-blue eyes and eyelids thin. 

Clear cut nose and rounded chin, 

8 lender throat, neck long and white; 

Toll me, tell me, am I fair ? 

Long arms on ray moulded breast, 

With long fingers, lie at rest, 

Tall and slender is my height ; 

Tell me, tell me, am I fair ? 

Little feet so smooth and round. 

Deftly sandalled, touch the ground ; 

Blithe and happy do I sing ; 

Toll me, tell me, am I fair ? 

Mantles have I, fur and gold, ‘ 

Hobos of satin new and old ; 

I have many a precious thing ; 

Tell me, tell me, am I fair ? 

Brave and proud and happy he, 

Who my love may win, shall be. 

Was there e’er so sweet a maid ? 

Tell mo, tell mo, am I fair ? 

And my faith, a woman’s word, 

Pledged as though by Heaven heard, 

^ Never shall be falsely played; 

Toll me, tell me, am I fair ? 
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If my lover gentle prove, 

Knightly, brave, and trne to love, 

Slave and servant will I be. 

Tell me, tell me, am I fair ? 

Is there greater bliss in life, 

Only own it, than a wife 
So endowed, so sweet to see ? 

'[JJell me, tell me, am I fair ? 

I have put Dcschamps among my humourists. Obvi- 
ously, then, some proof must be given of his claira to 
th(3 title. 

I find a ballad, as grimly humorous as can well be 
devised, close to my hand. The i*oads at 4;his time 
were infested with robbers, disbanded soldiers, villagers 
run away from their homes, deserters, uncaught mur- 
derers and thieves. The ballad is called ‘‘ L’Ordre du 
Cordier,’’ and depicts the exquisite fun of catching, 
torturing, and hanging two of these unhappy wretches. 
It is quite impossible to translate it. Please to take 
it, for once, in the original. 

Dieu gart, monsieur le Bailli ! 

— A bien soiez, sire prodoms. 

Que vous fault ? pas m’avez failli. 

Si vous voulez ; cy est uns horns. 

Voire deux, murdriers et larrons. 

# ♦ * 

Sergens, alez prandre celli 
A Taumusse, nous le voulons, 

Et Tautre pour parler k li. 

Cez deux mettez en noz prinsons. 

— Sire Bailli nous appellons 
De ce grief comme torturier. 

— C’est bien' dit : nous y pourverrons : 

Donnez-leur I’ordre du cordier. 

Or 9a, venez parler k lui : 

N’aiez paour. — Kous nous doubtons : 

Pourquoy v6ez Ik nostre ennemi ? 

— Dictes voir— chascunsL est prodoms. 

— Vous mentez : tort les gehinons. 

O 
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— Haro ! — Qu’as-tn ? — J’ay pis qu© pace, 

Je muir. — Di done ! — Ha ! sainto Luc© ! 

Certes je suis larron, mtirdrier : 

Bicn vouldroie qao je mourusse. 

— Donnez-leur I’ordre du cordier. 

11 Tara, ses com pains anssi. 

Or tenez ccs deux chaperons : 

Estrain^. — Haro ! pour Dien nierci, 

Vous serrez trop fort les boutons. # 

— C’est trop tart. — Nous nous repentons, 

De confesscr ayons induce. 

^ — II vous vaulsist ipieulx estre en Hussc ; 

Dyables vous firent ebevauchier. 

Tout homme qui biens d’autruy suce, 

Donnez-leur I’ordre du cordier. 

He is great on the follies of young men, Avho, even in 
the mediaeval days, used to sit up late at night and 
lie in bed till midday ; who gave themselves up to all 
manner of athletic exercises — can we be reading of the 
fourt(!enth centTiry? — and wore extravagant clothes, 
coats too short and hoods too long. As to the women, 
their extravagances are a great deal worse ; they wear 
their hair plastered and piled up, plaited with paper and 
relieved and stuck out with pins; they — .but in fact, 
they went on then precisely as they arc going on now. 
One of the most amusing things is a supposed letter 
from a student to his father : — 

My dear father, I have not a penny : nor can I have unless you 
send it to me. Study is very costly^ I cannot use my Code, nor 
my Digest, because they fire dropping to pieces. I owe the provost 
ten crowns, and no one will lend me the money. The fact is, that 
if I am to continue ray studies, you must send me money to buy 
books, to pay my fees, and to keep myself. T want decent dress, 
too, and if you do not want your son to appear a mere clown, you 
will send me money for that too. Wine is dear •y lodgings are dear ; 
everything is dear. I am in debt all round. I fully expect to be 
excommunicated, and I have already been isummoned. If you do 
not send me some money, I 4shall be most certainly turned out at 
Easter. 
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It is in the “ Mirror of Marriage,” the last work he 
wrote, that his satirical talents, and, I think, his poetical 
powers, are chiefly shown. 

Like so many mediaeval writers, he proposed to write 
a satire ofi women, making it the vehicle of showing all 
his learning. The ideas arc chiefly taken from Jean de 
Meung, the commwm ager., but the treatment is his 
own. And as, fortunately, his own learning was not 
great, we get a most valuable account, graphic in parts, 
of life in the fourteenth century. We learn how they 
lived, what they drank,^ what they ate, how they 
dressed, what furniture they had, and, in fact, all the 
details of bourgeois life. A comfortable, abundant, 
and cheery life it seems to have been, save for the 
general uncertainty as regards the English, the way in 
which the young wives flirted with the chevaliers, and 
the mothcrs-in-law. 

It runs on in a light, prattling strain, generally viva- 
cious and bright, always pleasant, for some 3,500 lines, 
when it suddenly comes to an end. Death laid his 
hand upon*the busy hand of Eustache, and he dropped 
his pen ; otherwise, like “ The Ring and the Book,” or 


' The list of wines is instructive : — 

Vin de Saint Jehan, et vin d’Espaigne, 
Vin de Ryu, et vin d’Alemaigne, 

Vin d’Ancerro, et vin de Bourgongne, 
Vin de Beaune, et de Grascong^e, 
Vin^e Chabloix, vins de Givry, 

Vine de’ Vortns, vins d’lrancy, 

Vins d’Orleans, et de Saint Poursain. 


Vih d’Ay, jins de la Rochelle, 
Gamaohe &ult et Ganachelle, 
Vin greo et vin muscadd. 
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“ The Earthly Paradise,” no reason on earth why it 
should not go on for ever, unless the author have mercy. 

The luxury of dress at this period was a real and 
crying evil. Deschamps enumerates, no doubt with 
exaggeration, the sort of trousseau which a young lady 
required. Everything seems to have been trimmed 
with gold. There are mantles of cloth of gold ; robes 
of silk ; wreaths and caps t)immed with gold, pearls, 
and ])recious stones ; tissues of silk and gold ; stuffs of 
blue, green, purple, white, all embroidered with gold; 
chains of gold and golden studs, hlverything is to be 
of bright colours, for it is an age of splendid colour. 
Then there must l)e a horse to ride, and a chariot drawn 
by four horses, saddles, harness and trappings properly 
trimmed with gold. And when the wives of lawyers 
and bourgeois saw these grand things, they naturally 
fell to desiring them for the-inselves. 

As for the men, they must needs have a squire, a 
maitre d’hutel, a butler, a femme de chambre, horses 
and stables, baths, exjjensive furniture, and for the 
kitchen three whole pages of curious things^ including 
that exi^ensive luxury, white sugar. 

For a good solid standing grievance, there is your 
mother-in-law.* You have got your wife into good 
order; everything is going well, she is happy and con- 
tented, until her mother pays you a visit, and then good- 
bye to peace. The scene in which the dear old lady 
“ fixes ” the son-in-law is worthy of all praise. Nothing 
so good until Moli^re put Madame de Sottenville on 
the stage. Like all Frenchmen, Deschamps takes a 
keen delight in watching the ways of women with each 
other. Thus, after church, when- they all get round 
the door and dispute as to who should have the right of 
going out first : — 
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“ Pass, madame, we wait for jou to lead.** 

“ Nay, really, before you I cannot, indeed ; 

Lady Alice will lead, of course.” 

“ Oh ! no. The first place is certainly yours.” 

“Pass out then, my Lady Babelcc.’* 

“ I do not pi’esiime to lead the way, 

But if you insist, by your order I go.” 

“Nay, rather your courtesy thus to show.” 

“ Indeed, I could not myself, but — well — 

Oh ! But here is tlie Lady Isabelle 
She will lead.*' .... 

But just then somebody recollects that they have 
forgotten old Lady Sybille, who is hard of hearing, and 
has not yet finished her prayers. They all go and drag 
her up from her knees : — 

“ Get up. Lady Sybille, the ladies wait ; 

Before you lead none will pass the gate.’* 

Lady Sybille obeys, groaning : — 

“ 0 dear, dear, dear, O Saintc Marie ! 

To wait for a poor old thing like me.” 

They are all alike, these Frenchmen. Villon used 
to watch the poor old women in the Halles, sitting 
round their fire of shavings, and prattling. “ Listen,” 
he says, “ you will find them as wise as Macrobius.” 
And CoquHlart, talking of the way in which they chatter 
when they get together, says, “ Ba, ba, ba, font ses 
godinettes;” while Ave all remember B^rangey’s old 
women. But none of them excel this little picture of 
the ladies crowding round the church door, so careful 
not to make any breach of etiquette, a»d dragging the 
old woman away from her prayers to lead the way. 

He stops in his satirical course once to sigh after a 
good wife. He says he will wait, 

And never 'marry till I find 
A wife at last.made'td my mind. 

Humble and gentle, soft of speech. 

Beady to work, and. easy to teach, 
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Chaste and sweet, of years eighteen, 

Rich and well-bom, grave of mien, . 

Kind as a dove and fair to see, ^ 

And ready in all to follow me. 

* * ♦ ♦ 

Ah ! send me snch a maid for wife, 

I should love her above my life. 

My days would pass in peace and joy, 

Without suspicion or annoy. 

Always at case, always at rest, 

Rb dark forebodings in my breast. 

My youth would fly like a happy night. 

Dreamed away in a vision bright. 

My stafl' she would bo in age, and when 
Jjifo at last should pass away, 

When I lay forgotten and left by men, 

She for the peace of my soul would pray. 

Let me give you one more quotation from him on 
the old, old theme — you will find a specimen in every 
chapter : — 

See how the white rose and the red 
Their blossom and their perfume shed 
All in a day. The violet, 

With sweetest odour richly set, 

The daisy and the lily white, 

The marigold and iris bright, 

They spring and bloom : they have their prime, 

They perish e’en in summer time. 

And this day’s rose, so fresh and sweet, 

To morrow dies beneath our feet ; 

* The breezes down the plains that blow, 

Strip off their leaves and lay them low. 

And day by day, till Martinmas, 

Leaf, flower, blossoms, blade of grass, 

Wither ahd die ; then comes the frost. 

And all the summer grace is lost. 

Next winter, with the storm so cold. 

Strikes wood and meadow, copse and wold : 

Then all is faded, dry, and dead, 

We seek in vain : the flowers are fled. 

Deschamps is not a joyOus .poet. Thfe troubles of 
his country weigh him down. . There is a note of sad- 
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ness in his most cheerful flights. But he is undoubtedly 
the poet of his century. He shows its magnificence in 
dress and living, the fearlessness with, which all ques- 
tions were discussed, the liberty enjoyed by the 
bourgeoisie, the miseries caused by its wars, the rage and 
despair of the people at their reverses in the English 
wars, and all the wlule the calm domestic life going 
on uninterrupted by external things, where the wife and 
the husband, with the children and the mother-in-law, 
make up the little Avorld. History, paints this as the 
Avorst and most disastrous period that Europe had ever 
seen; yet here, in the most real poet of the Century, 
Ave see hoAv life, as a whole, Avent on in the usual Avay. 
For when a great pestilence strikes a country, it slays 
its thousands and goes aAvay. Time quickly heals the 
wounds of grief, and 4he world goes on as before. 
Then come the English to sack and destroy. Nature 
heals their Avounds, too, by the recurring seasons, and 
the world goes on as before. I am inclined to think 
that life, on the whole, was generally pleasant for a 
Avell-to-do Frenchman of the period. When bad times 
came, they Avere probably worse than those of the pre- 
sent, owing to the existence of thumb-screws, racks, 
and other ingenious modes then prevalent of driving life 
slowly out of the criminal ; and though it was extremely 
disagreeable three years ago to be kicked and cuffed by 
a German boor, things were much harder to bear Avhen 
you had all this and the thumb-screws as well. 

A few words on the greatest friend of Eustache, his 
mastef, the poet and musician, Guillaume de Machault. 
The poetry of Machault is sometlmeiT'^acefuITnbut 
never strong. Like Eustache, and indeed nearly all 
the mediasval poets, except the fabliaux writers, he is 
remarkably free from grossness, being essentially a 
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ladies’ poet, I only mention him here in order to 
give myself an opportunity of telling an episode in his 
life. 

It happened when he was already past fifty years of 
age, and grievously afflicted with gout. At this mature 
age love came to him, love in the shape of a fair young 
princess, Agnes of Navarre, sister to Charles the Bad. 
She fell in love Avith him for his verses and his music ; 
wrote to him ; begged him to come to her. He could 
not, by reason of his enemy the .gout, accept her gra- 
cious invitation at once. But as soon as possible he 
travelle# south and obtained an interview with the 
young lady, Avhich is described at length by himself 
in his best verses, where 

. . . many and many a thing we gaid, 

Too long to write, too loflg to road. 

The Princess received him in the garden, ho being 
accompanied, the prudent man, by hia secretary. 
There, after the many words, Agnes sat doAvn, and, 
laying her head in his lap, Avent to sleep, or pretended 
to go to sleep. Of course, sleep Avas an 'accident so 
very likely to happen. IIoAvever, in those days of 
unreal love and unreal gallantry, it passed for the 
most natural and most proper thing in the Avorld. As 
soon as her eyes were closed, the crafty young secretary 
stole softly with a leaf and laid it over the Princess’s 
lips, motioning to his master to kiss the leaf. Pale 
grew the face of the gouty youth of fifty-five. He 
bent his head, trembling Avith ardour, when the young 
rascal of a secretary suddenly withdrew the leaf, and 
the lips of our William met those of Agnes. Then she 
woke up, and scolded in her pretty little way— just as 
if she had not gone to sleep on purpose — • 
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Elle me dit moult doulcemonts, 

“ Amis, moult estes outrageus : 

Ne savcz vous nnlz antres jeus ? ” 

Mais la belle pmt a sourire 
Do sa tres bollo bouche me diro, 

Et a me fait ymaginer, 

Bt certainement osp»;rer, 

Quebec pas no li desplaisoit. 

Of course it had not displeased her. What young 
princess could be displeased with so delicate a compli- 
ment at once to her rank and her beauty as a kiss on 
the lips, first reverently covered by a leaf? If any 
one was to be blamed, of course it was “ that boy,” the 
secretary. 

Poor little Agnes had not a happy time of it after- 
wards. Her brother the Bad came to a fitting end, for 
he was burned while taking a bath of that newly- 
discovered medicine, brandy. They had wrapped him 
in a woollen bag, and after sewing him u]), steeped the 
bag in the brandy. Unfortunately the valet who wanted 
to cut the thread after the operation was completed, 
could not find the scissors, and applied the candle. 
The result was the burning of the wicked king. History 
is silent as to the punishment of the valet, but no doubt 
it was something exceedingly disagreeable. 

As for Agnes, she was married to Gaston Count of 
Foix, one of those noblemen whose amiability, like that 
of Bluebeard, did not go far enough to allow any to be 
wasted at home. Agnes left her husband after some 
years of brutal treatment. Her boy, young Gaston, 
stayed behind with his father. He grew up at home, 
and, wanting above all things to reconcile his separated 
parents, consulted his uncle. King Charles, who had not 
yet taken the fatal brandy bath. Charles gave him a 
potion which he said would turn his father's heart back 
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to his wife. Home went the poor boy, boasting of what 
he had got. The Count heard of it, and made a prelimi- 
nary trial of the potion on a dog, which died straight- 
way; upon which he saw that his brother-in-law had 
intended, by this horrible device, to poison him, and a 
wild suspicion seized him that his son^was an accomplice. 
He threw the l)oy into prison, Avhere he was cither 
starved, as some said, or stabbed by his father, according 
to others. 

It must not be forgotten, in judging of the happiness 
of the fourteenth century, that such tragedies as these;, 
though more ])Ossil)le than they became later, were 
rare. These great and puissant prijjces had no law but 
their own inclination, and no restraint but their own 
good nature. Occasionally, therefore, when the spirit 
and the flesh agreed, and were strong together, there 
were found wild beasts in high places. 





Chapter V. 

RABELAIS. 

The earth, that’s nature’s mother, is Jier tomb ; 

What is her burying grave, that is her womb. 

Borneo and Juliet. 

HE common notions of Rabelais arc de- 
rived partly from Pope’s famous line, and 
partly from the fact of his being gene- 
rally called the “ cure of Meudon,” an 
appointment which he held for less than 
two_years, out of a long life of seventy. < 

We picture him to ourselves as a, jovia^)riest, whose 
reputation is by no means doubtful ; wbr^ipper of two 
at least of the Latin deities : one who mumbles a mass 
and bawls a drinking song ; who spends the briefest 
time possible over vespers and the longest possible 
over supper ; who laughs and mocks at all things 
human and divine ; who is a hog for ajjpetite and a 
monkey for tricks. • 

He has been described as a Lutheran and a Catholic ; 
as a great moral teacher, a mere buffoon, and a noto- 
rious infidel. And, in a way, he was most of these 
things, for he was a Cat^lic, inasmuch as he never left 
the church in which he was born ; he was a Protestant, 
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in so far as he devoted his best energies to heap con- 
tempt on abuses which were the main causes of Pro- 
testantism ; and he was an infidel within certain limits 
which I propose to point out. To paint him as a moral 
teacher alone is to ignore the overwhelming drollery of 
his character, while to set him up as a mere merry- 
andrew is to forget the reality — not much like the 
earnestness of the nineteenth century, but still not so 
feverish — which underlies his writings, and makes itself 
felt even when he is laughing with you and for you.* 

Let us get first at the real story of his lile. He was 
born about the year 1483,* in the “garden of France,” 
as he calls it, Touraine, and in the town of Ghinon: 
“ villeinsignc, viUe noble, ville antique, voire premiere du 
monde.” Here his father kept a hostelry, the “Lam- 
prey,” and appears to have had a small farm as well. 

A good deal of discussion has been raised as to the 
quality and condition of his family, but after four 
hundred years we can aiford to be careless about the 
question. In those days, and indeed long afterwards, 
meanness of birth furnished a tremendous weapon of 
offence in literary controversy. They hurled at Rabe- 
lais, lor instance, the fact of his father having kept an 
inn, and waited, looking in vain to see him subside. 
In later years M. Jean-Baptiste Poquelin, M. Franjois- 
Marie Arouet, and M. Caron de Beaumarchais suffered a 
good dealfrom similar taunts ; while, before either of these 
were born, poor Th^ophUe Viaud was reduced to the 
mere dregs of despair and rage when his enemies 
contemptuously cut off the last letter of his name, and 


. ‘ This date is disputed, some putting his birth in the year 1495. 
There does not seem sufficient reason for departing from the re- 
ceived tradition. 
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so somehow deprived him of his claims to territorial 
gentility. 

Fran§ois Rabelais, then, was indisputably of the 
middle class. His father wanted to make him, the 
youngest of several sons, an ccclejjastic, and sent him 
at ten years of age to the Benedictine monks of Scully, 
with whom he stayed until he was removed to the 
more important convent of Basmette. Here he was 
allowed full play to his ardour for study, and made 
certain friendships, destined to stand him in good 
stead in after years; notably, Andr4 Tiraqueau, who 
helped him in his sorest need; Geoffroi d’Estissac, 
afterw^ds Bishop of Maillezais; and the brothers Du 
Bellay, all of whom became eminent men. 

In an evil hour for himself he left his Benedictine 
Mends, and removed to the Franciscan convent of 
Fontenay le 'Comte. The Franciscan vow seems to 
have included ignorance as well as celibacy and poverty, 
and by no other order was the “ new learning ” more 
hated and feared. 

He remained in the convent for fifteen! years, taking 
priest’s orders in 1511, at the age of J;wenty-eight. 
Perhaps by the help of his friends, perhaps by his own 
ingenuity, he managed to find the materials for carrying 
on studies which to the Franciscan order were a cri- 
minal waste of time, and were, so far as the Greek 
language was concerned, a deadly- sin. He kept up, 
for instance, a correspondence in Greek with the great 
Budseus. But his life there was a constant series of 
mortifications and -annoyances. It is to this long 
period, spent among the most ignorant, the most 
bigoted, the most narrow of all orders, that we owe 
his undying hatred of monks. It breaks out in every 
page of his writings, now passionately, now sorrow- 
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fully; with a cry of rage, or a laugh of scorn. He 
hates them more bitterly than even Erasmus, for his 
nature is stronger ; he shows his hatred more bitterly 
than even Buchanan, for his genius is stronger. 

He strikes the key-note in his very first book, the 
Gargantua : — 

If you conceive how an ape in a fa.mily is always mocked and 
teased, you will eiisily apprehend how monks are shunned of all 
men, both young and old. The ape keeps not the house as a dog 
doth ; he draws not in the plough as the ox ; ho yields neither milk 
nor wool as the sheep ; ho carrieth no burthen as a horse doth. . . . 
After the same manner a monk. * lie works not as does the 
peasant ; doth not defend the country, as the man of war ; curcth 
not the sick, as the physician ; doth neither preach nor teach, as do 
the good evangelical doctors and schoolmasters ; doth ndt import 
commodities and things necessary for the commonwealth, as the 
merchant doth. Therefore is it, that by and of all men they are 
hooted at and abhorred.” “Yea, but,” said Grangousier, “they 
pray to God for us.” “Nothing less,” answered Gargantua. 
“ True it is, that with a jangling of bells they trouble and disquiet 
all their neighbours about them.” “ Truly,” said the monk, “ a mass, 
a matin, a vesper well rung is half said.” • “ They mumble great 
store of legends and psalms, by them not understood ; they count 
plenty of pater-nosters, interlarded with Ave-Maries, without 
thinking upon or apprehending the meaning of what it is they say. 
And that I call mocking of God, ajid not prayers.” 

• 

It was somewhere about 1520 that the chapter of 
the convent — one would think they must have had for 
some time suspicious of the abominable thing going on 
within their walls — made a sudden raid on the cells of 
Rabelais and his friend Pierre Lamy, and found there, 
with horror, books written in Greek, the beloved cha- 
racter of the devil himself. Then a mysterious event 
occurred, for which no reasons, save vague and in- 
credible reasons, have ever been assigned. Rabelais 
was condemned to the punishment called “in pace;” 
that is, to imprisonment in the dungeons of the convent 
for the whole term of his natural life, oh bread and 
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water. How long he remained in this seclusion we do 
not know. His friends, and especially Tiraqueau, now 
Governor of Touraine, getting some inkling of his mis- 
fortune, managed, by force, it is said, to get him out. 
He appears to have then gone into hiding for some 
time, until, by the special permission of the I’ope, in 
1524, he ])assed over to the Benedictine order, into the 
Abbey of Maillezais. Here he was further permitted 
to hold whatever benefices might be given him, in sjute 
of his Franciscan vow of poverty. 

And so, at the age of forty, he came out into the 
world comparatively a free man — free, that is, to follow 
his studies in Greek, Hebrew, philosophy, and natural 
science. He is burning with that almost pathetic exu- 
berance of enthusiasm for learning which marks the six- 
teenth century. There is no sacrifice too great for the 
scholars of his time, provided only they may continue 
their studies. To be poor is nothing; to live hardly, 
sleep little, work unceasingly, it is all part of the scholar’s 
life. They will do more — they will give uj) their inde- 
pendence, be the servants of great men, follow in the 
train of a bishop or a cardinal; they Avill hide their 
thoughts, or only whisper them to each other; they 
will be outAvardly orthodox, supple, submissive, even 
servile, provided only they may go on reading. 

, “ The old learning,” cries Rabelais, “ is now restored ; the ancient 
languages (without which it is a shame for anyone to call himself 
learned) are studied again : Hebrew, Chaldee, Latin. There are 
correct and beautiful editions printed, an art invented in my own 
age by divine inspiration, as much as on the other hand artillery 
is the invention of the devil. All the world is full of learned men, 
wise teachers, large libraries ; and I think that never even in the 
time of Plato, Cicero, or Papinian, has there been such convenience 
for study as one sees now. ... I see brigands, executioners, vaga- 
bonds now-a^days more learned than the doctors and preachers 
when 1 was young.” 
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Once having got his protection from the Franciscans, 
Rabelais seems to have cared very little about conci- 
liating the Benedictines. On the contrary, he threw 
aside the monastic garb altogether, put on that of a 
secular priest, and became secretary to the Bishop of 
Maillezais. Perhaps the Benedictines were content to 
see him go. Indeed, his presence among them would 
be certainly found to be a gene. It was as if among the 
magic circle of the Senior Fellows — say, of Trinity — 
were intruded one whose chief article of belief was that 
all fellowshi])S should be abolished, and who was known^ 
to advocate openlj^ the sale of college livings and the 
abolition of college feasts. 

With the , Bishop cji* Leguj^, and with the Du Bellay 
brothers at Glatigny, Rabelais s])ent the next ten years 
of his laborious life, always hard at work, always ]>iling 
up I'rpm the things that went on round him new mate- 
rials, nf wrath’ against the monks, but as yet making no 
in4icatiQn of becoming anything else than a scholar*, 
certainly far from suspecting that he was endowed, 
above all fren, with the gift of satire. 

• SomewhereVabout 1530 he went to the University of 
MontpelBer. with the intention of getting a medical de- 
gree. ^'Reftiark that at this time, when he is following the 
lectures, 4ie is already forty-seven years of age. But 
medicine was not a new study for him, and apparently 
he had already practiled in some irregular manner. 

His feats — historical and traditional — at Montpelli^ 
are too long to narrate ; how he was received among 
them with acclamation ; how he pleaded the privileges 
of the university in — let us say, n different languages, 
the number varying according to the imagination of the 
narrator ; “how he wrote and acted farces ; how he 
lectured, and how he laughed. ‘ 
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After two years or so of Montpellier life, he went to 
Lyons, where he held an appointment as physician to 
the hospital, and where also he appears to have acted 
as a corrector for the press, an occupation then taken 
up exclusively by scholars. Probably he was influenced 
in his choice of a residence by the fact that his friend 
Etienne Dolet was already established as a printer in 
the place. The connection of Rabelais with, the first 
reformers of France is certain ; the extent of the connec- 
tion is extremely difficult to determine. It is clear, 
Jiowever, that he had not the least intention of following 
Calvin into exile, or Berquin to the stake; that his 
sympathies were never in favour of any dogmatic creed 
whatever ; and that he found the society of Des PMers, 
Dolet, and the school of Lyonnais free-thinkers, that 
most congenial to his habits of thought. 

It was here that he published the second volume of 
the medical letters of Manardi, “ Hippocratis et Galeni 
libri aliquot and a forgery, of which he was the dupe, 
of a Latin AviU. Finding that the demand for these 
works was but small, he revenged- himself, as tradition, 
with considerttble air of probability, tells us, by writing 
the “ Chronique Gargantuine,” which apjrearefl.' under 
the imposing title of “ Les grandes et i^stinnibles 
Chroniques du grand et 6nor.me G6ant Gargantua, 
contenant la g<in6alogie, la grandeur de force de son 
corps,” &c. More copies of thi^ extravagance were 
sold in two months, he says himself, with a mixture of 
pride and contempt, than of Bibles in nine years. • Its 
appearance was the -turning-point of Rabelais’ career. 
Henceforth he will issue no more learned books for the 
world, h^,,wiU^ w -He permits himself 

only, by way of distraction from this mote serious 
object, the translation of Marliani’s “ Topography of 
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Ancient Rome,” and then becomes altogether devoted 
to the exposition of the Pantagrueliai^hdosophy. In 
1533, he brought out the first book of “ Pantagruel,” 
which appears as the second in his collected works, and 
in 1534 he published the “ Gargantua,” a revised and 
much altered edition of the “Chronique,” which is 
always printed as his first book. 

In the same year he accompanied Jean du Bellay, 
Bishop of Paris, in his journey to Rome, undertaken to 
effect a reconciliation, if possible, between Henry VIII. 
and the Pope. On his return, he published his cele- 
brated “ Almanack” for 1535. The unfortunate affair 
of the placards at Paris happening about this time, 
Rabelais, as deeply inimical to the Sorbonne as any, 
thought it prudent, with all the band of novateurs and 
free-thinkers, to go back to Italy till the storm blew 
over. He chpse the safest place in Europe for a man 
of heretical opinions — Rome: here he obtained per- 
mission to lay aside the Benedictine habit, and to practise 
medicine gratuitously; and as soon as possible he got 
back to France.* 

He was now getting old. Peace and tranquillity 
came to him at last. He got further permission of 
the Pope to quit the Benedictine order altogether, the 
habit of which he had previously laid aside. The 
powerful family Du Bellay protected and loved him. 
The Cardinal gave him a canonry ; Martin du Bellay 
(the Roi d’J’vetot) entertained him in Normandy, 
Ren6 du iBeHay at Maur ; and Guillaume du Bellay, 
Seigneur de Langeay, had the author of “ Pantagruel ” 
Tnth’^luh as much as he could. -* 
i- 15,46 .appear^ the “third bodk,” profected by 
.|%fd -privilege ; and on its ^pearance, leaving his 
;enemie8 to do their worst, he went once thore to Rome, 
With Qardinal du Bellay. 
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Through the influence of Diane de Poitiers, he ob- 
tained a privilege from Henry II. for his “fourth 
book.” It was printed in 1552, but prevented by the 
Sorbonne from appearing till the following year. 

In January, 1553, he resigned his living of St. Chris- 
tophe, which had been given him by Ren4 du Bellay. 
On the 9th of February of the same year he resigrited 
the living of Meudon, which he had held for two years 
only. His “fourth book” appeared in March, after he 
had given up his benefee., and in April he died. 

You know the story, which reads as if it were true, 
of his last words. He is lying at the point of death. A 
page enters with a message from some great man. “ Tell 
my lord,” says Rabelais, “ in what a pleasant frame 
you found me. I go to seek the great Perhaps.” Then 
a few moments after he says, with his latest b«eath, 
“ Draw the curtain : the farce is played.” He would 
have said, but for his monkish training, the comedy. • 

It is important to bear in mind, when reading his 
works, some of their dates : — 

1483. His birth. 

1533. “ Pantagruel,” Book I. — commonly called 

the second book. 

1534. “ Gargantua.” 

1546. “Pantagruel,” Book II. — called the third 
book. * ♦ 

1553. “ Pantagruel,” , .Book III. — called the 
fourth. * ■ * 

His death. • 

And, in 1562, appeared the first sixteen ,ch'apters pf 
the last book. , ' . . - - ' ’ 

The “ fourth book,'^’ therefore, was. ■ given to the 
world a few days before his death ; while the last did 
not appear till ten years afterwards. i ’ 
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When the first book of “ Pan^gruel ” was written, 
the author was fifty years of age. It was not the work 
of a young man ; there was no justification for its faults 
on the score of youth, and no inexperience to plead in 
modification of its judgments. The wisdom of a life- 
time spent in study was to be expected ; the fi-uits of 
m«ny a year’s toil; the results of observation of many 
men and many manners. The age of the author is, 
indeed, one of the most singular things about it. At a 
time when most men, dulled by disappointment, and 
saddened by the loss of all their youthful illusions, 
begin to fall back upon that gravity of resignation 
which is one of the saddest properties of age, Rabelais, 
with the freshness of twenty, but with the wisdom of 
fifty, begins first to amuse, then to instruct, and finally 
to laugh at the world. There can be no doubt that his 
first intention, when he wrote the “ Chronique Gargan- 
tuine ” — a mere farrago of nonsense — was to write a bur- 
lesque on the romances of the day, full of giants, knights, 
and tales of enchantment. Achieving a sudden repu- . 
tation in a new and hitherto untried line, he coqjinued 
his tale. But now the impossible becomes, by slow 
degrees, possible and human : by slow degrees, because 
he cannot suddenly, not altogether, abandon the bur- 
lesque, and because the quaint and misshapen creations 
of his fancy take time to alter their forms, and become, 
even apjjroximately, men. Not men and women, be- 
cause Rabelais has no women in his books. * Like 
Swift, he shows no signs of passion. Unlike Swift, he 
does not Avrite till an age when the passion of his youth 
has had time to consume itself in those long days and 
nights of toil during which he secretly read Plato in 
the convent cell of Fontenay-le-Comte. Passion was 
not in Swift’s nature ; it was killed in Rabelais. The 
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great faulty common to both, is wor se in Swift than in 
Rabelais, because the former always mixed freely with 
men and women, while the latter belonged wholly to 
men. We cannot help a comparison of some sort be- 
tween the two, but how immeasurably superior is 
Rabelais in symi>athy, in dignity, in power of concep- 
tion, and in all those finer touches which show the 
insight of genius. 

Not a single woman, except poor Badebec, in all 
Rabelais. A whole half of humanity absent from his 
mind. For this, too, we must thank the monks. *• Love, 
the source of all human joys and all sympathies, the 
mainspring of self-denial, the bond of society, the chief 
lever of civilization, appears in the accursed monastic 
system nothing but corruption and natural depravity. 
The discipline of the convent succeeded in killbig all 
this side of their victim’s nature. Rabelais neyei^iftYed. 
He never even contemplated the possibility of love. 
He had no more respect for women than an Australian 
native for his “ gin ; ” no higher idea of women than the 
chief officer of the Sultan’s seraglio. * More than this, 
there has even dropped out of him that divine love for 
the mother which makes a Frenchman the best son in 
the world. Alone among French writers, he has no filial 
piety. As the old galley-slave may be known by the 
dragging foot, on which was once the fetter, so when 
the long years have eaten away his youth, imprisoned 
with its blind instincts and objectless passions, the ex- 
monk is known by his sexless mind. On this side, and 
this alone, Rabelais has no sympathy, no perception, 
no discoverable trace of humanity.'. 


' In one place, indeed, he lets ns see plainly his opinion that 
it is best for a scholar and a philosopher to be alone. “ Thus,” 
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We are reminded, not only of Swift, but also of 
Cervantes. He, too, resolved on writing a burlesque 
on romances. Presently the caricatures he has con- 
ceived begin to show human properties. The moon- 
struck madness of Don Quixote is not incompatible 
with wisdom of the highest kind, chivalry of the highest 
type. Sancho, who at first follows his master in the 
hope of bettering his fortunes, follows him afterwards 
from the noblest sense of affectionate loyalty, Avhen all 
his hopes of foi’tune are scattered. And as Pantagruel 
becomes the wisest of kings, so Don Quixote becomes 
the knightliest of knights. For life is too serious to 
make good burlesque writing possible except within 
very narrow limits ; and directly the puppets touch on 
human interests, they become themselves human. 

Impossible as it is to convey to those who do not 
know Rabelais any adequate conception of the book or 
the man, let me, keeping the comic element as much 
as possible out of consideration, try a brief notice of his 
great work. 

The first book treats of the great giant Gargantua, 
son of Grandgousier (and Gargamelle), his birth, child- 
hood, education, and triumphant victories over King 


he says, “ Pallas, goddess of wisdom, gaardian of students, is 
called a virgin. Thus also the Muses are virgins, and the Graces 
also. And I remember to have read that Cupid, often asked by 
his mother, Venus, why he doth not attack the Muses, replied 
that he found them so fair, so virtuous, so continually occu- 
pied, one in contemplating the heavens, another in the calculation 
of numbers, another in poetical composition .... that approach- 
ing them, he unstrung his bow, shut up his quiver, and extinguished 
his torch through fear of hurting them. Then he took off the ^let 
from his eyes, in order to see them more openly, and to hear their 
pleasant odes and poetic songs, in which he took the greatest plea- 
sure in the world. ... So far was ho from wishing to distract them 
from ttieir studies.” 
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Picrochole. This book, altered as it is from its original 
form, is full of absurdities and extravagances. Gargan- 
tua rides a great mare to Paris, which by the whisking 
of her tail knocks down whole forests ; he robs Notre 
Dame of its bells; he combs the cannon balls out of 
his hair after a battle; he eats up six pilgrims in a 
salad, who live for some time in the valleys and re- 
cesses of his mouth, with other diverting incidents, 
most of Avhich arc to be found in the first edition. The 
satirical element is much stronger in this book than in 
the first of “ Pantagruel,” which, as has been stated, 
appeared before it. It may be here remarked that 
nowhere does Rabelais satirize the institution of 
royalty, or the profession of healing, the two things in 
the world for which he seems to have had the greatest 
respect. 

Gargantua’s education is at first confided to sophis- 
ters and schoolmasters. With them he leads the life 
of a clown. On rising he combs his hair with the 
German comb, that is, his ten fingers, his preceptors 
instructing him that to wash and make himself neat 
is to lose time in this world. Then he gorges himself 
at breakfast. After breakfast he goes to church, where 
he hears “ six-and-twenty or thirty masses.” These 
despatched, he studies for a paltry half-hour, his heart 
being in the kitchen. After a huge and Gargantuan 
dinner, he talks and plays with his attendants. Then 
he sleeps two or three hours, “without thinking or 
speaking any harm.” After this he drinks, reads a 
little, visits the kitchen to see what roast meat is on the 
spit, sups, goes to bed and sleeps till eight. Pono- 
crates, his new tutor, reforms all this, and, by dint of 
patience, succeeds in making him forget his old habits. 
He now rises at four, when he begins the day with 
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prayer and the Holy Scripture, and spends the morning” 
— not a word now of even a single mass — “in lectures and 
philosophical discourse. Then to tennis, after which 
dinner. At dinner, the talk is of the “ virtue, pro- 
priety, efficacy, and nature of all that was served in at 
the table ... by means whereof he learns in a little 
time all the passages competent for this that are found 
in Plato, Athenaius, Dioscorides, Julius Pollux, Galen, 
Porphyrins, Oppian, Polybius, Heliodorus, Aristotle, 
AHian, and others.” 

Then they practise tricks with cards, by which he 
learns arithmetic ; after this they sing, and then prac- 
tise horsemanship and all manner of manly exercises. 
Returning home through the meadows they herborize 
and study botanj'-, and then, being arrived at their 
lodging, Gargantua sups, afterwards singing, learning 
astronomy, or playing cards till bedtime. “ Then 
prayed they unto God the Creator, falling down be- 
fore Him; and strengthening their faith towards and 
so glorifying Him for His boundless bounty, and 
giving thanks to Him for the time that was past, they 
recommended themselves to the Divine clemency for 
the future.” 

The most remarkable chapters in this book (all 
written for the second edition) arc those which de- 
scribe Friar John’s monastery of Thelem^ {QkXnfia). 
This was built and instituted after the holy friar’s own 
scheme, to serve as a model for ever for all future 
convents. First, there was to be no wall round it; and 
because in some monasteries they sweep the ground 
after a woman has crossed it. Friar John ordained that 
if any regular monk enter the monastery every room 
through which he has passed shall be thoroughly 
scrubbed, cleansed, and purified. And as in all convents 
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everything is done by hours, it is here strictly enjoined 
that no clock or dial at all be set up. For the occupfints, 
they arc to consist of such ladies as are fair, well 
featured, and of a sweet dis])osition ; and of such 
men as are comely and well-conditioned. Anybody 
may go where; he or she likes, and they have free per- 
mission to marry, to get rich, and generally to do as 
they please. 

The buildings of the monastery, which are more 
splendid than thos% of Chantilly or of Chamb^ry, are 
described, and the fancy of the writer runs riot in 
picturing all the splendour, luxury, and comfort he can 
conceive. Thus, by the river Loire, the Thelcmites 
spend their lives, not by laws and statutes, but ac- 
cording to their own free-will and pleasure. In all 
their regulations there is but one of universal appli- 
cation — “ 1^0 what thou Avilt.” On the ])nnciplcs of 
natural religion, or rather of good breeding, is the mo- 
nastery of Thclemd to be governed, “because men that 
are free, well-born, well-bred, and conversant in honest 
companies, have naturally an instinct or spur which 
prompts them to virtuous actions herein the author 
seeming to get dangerously near the heresy of Pelagius. 

The real hero of Rabelais is Pantagruel, son of 
Gargantua, and not Panurge at all, notwithstanding all 
that has been said. At the birth of Pantagruel, his 
mother Badebec dies, so that Gargantua is divided 
between weeping for grief at the loss of his wife, and 
rejoicing at the birth of so fair a son : — 

“ All ! Badebec, Badebec, ray darling, my sweet, never shall I 
see thee again. Ah ! poor Pantagmel, thoa hast lost thy good 
mother.” 

With these words he cried like a cow, but on a sudden fell 
a-laughing like a calf when Pantagruel came into his mind. “ Ha, 
my little son,” said he, “ nfy chUdilolly, my dandlichucky, my pretty 
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rogne, . . , O bow jollj thou art I . . . Ho ! ho ! ho ! ho ! how 
glad I am ! Let us drink/’ * 

The earlier years of Pantagruel, which show too 
close a connection with the “ Chronique Gargantuine,” 
may he 2)asscd over. When he grows older he visits 
the different French universities, Montpellier, Valence, 
Bourges, Orleans — where he meets the Limousin 
scholar who talks the new Latin-French — and Paris, 
which gives the aiithor an opportunity* o.f giving his 
famous catalogue of the library. 

And then comes Gargantua’s noble letter to his sou, 
exhorting him to study. 

And that which T now write to thee is not so much that thou 
sliouldost live in this virtuous course, as that thou shouldest rejoice 
in HO living and having lived, and cheer thyself up with the like 
resolution for the future ; to the prosecution of which undertaking 
thou mayest easily rcbiember how that I have sp£|jed nothing to 
see thee once in my life completely woll-hred and accomplished ; as 
well in viriuo, honesty, and valour, as in all liberal knowledge,, 
and civility : and so to leave thee after my death as a mirror repre- 
senting the person of myself thy father : and if not so excellent and 
altogether as I do wish thee, yet such is my desire. . . . 

I intend, and will have it so, that thou learn the languages 
perfectly : first of all, the Greek, as Quintilian will have it ; 
secondly, the Latin ; and then the Hebrew, for the Holy Scriptures’ 
sake ; anti then the Chaldee and Arabic likewise : and that thou 
frame thy stylo in Greek in imitation of Plato ; and for the Latin, 
after Cicero. Let there be no history which thou shalt not have 
ready in thy memory; — unto the prosecuting of which design, 
books of cosmography will bo very conducible, and help thee much. 
Of Iho liberal arts of geometry, arithmetic and music, I gave thee 
some taste when thou wert yet little, and not above five or six years 
old. I’roceed further in them, and learn the remainder if thou 
canst. As for astronomy, study all the rules thereof. Lot pass, 
ne /ertholess, divining astrology, and the art of Lullius, as being 
nothing else but plain abuses and vanities. As for the civil law, 


^ The name of Pantagruol is derived from wavra, says Rabelais, 
and grmlf which “ in the Hagarene language doth signify 
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of that I wonld have thee to know the texts by heart, and then to 
compare them with philosophy. 

Now, in matter of the knowledge of the works of nature, I 
would have thee give thyself curiously ; that so there be no sea, 
river, nor fountain, of which thou dost not know the fishes ; all the 
fowls of the air ; all the trees, whether in forest or orchards ; all 
the herbs of the earth ; all the metals tliat are hid within the bowels 
of the earth ; together with the precious stones that are to bo seen 
in file east and south of the world. Let nothing of all these bo un- , 
known to thee. And at some of iho hours of the day apply thy 
mind to the study of the Holy Scriptures ; first, in Greek, the New 
Testament, with the Hpisilcs of the Apostles ; and then the Old 
Testament in Hebrew. In brief, let me see thee an abyss of know- 
ledge : for from henceforward, as thou growest great and becomest 
a man, thou must part from this tranquillity and art of study, thou 
must learn chivalry, warfare, and the exercises of the field, the 
better thereby to defend my house and to succour our friends in rill 
their needs, against the assaults of evil doers. 

But because, as the wise man Solomon saith. Wisdom entoreth 
not into a malicious mind, and knowledge without conscience is 
but the ruin of the soul ; it behoveth thee to serve, to love, to fear 
God, and on him to cast all tliy thouglits and all ihy liope, jmd, by 
faith formed in charity, to cleave unto him, so that thou mayest 
never be separated from him by thy sins. . . . And, when thou 
shalt see that thou hast attained to all the knowledge that is to bo 
acquu’ed in that part, return unto me, that I may see thee, and give 
thee my blessing before I die. 

Under Epistemon, his tutor, Pantagrucl makes rapid 
progress in study. In Paris he meets Panurge, who 
addresses him in thirteen different languages, the 
author probably bearing in mind a similar feat of his 
own, when he pleaded the cause of the Montpellier 
University. He hears and decides a cause in which 
the pleadings are given with great prolixity of nonsense 
on either side. Then we have the mischiefs of Panurge, 
the victories of Pantagruel, and the descent of Episte- 
mon to the nether regions. This book, indeed, is the 
only really mirthful one in * Rabelais. It was the 
natural sequel and development of the “ Chronique 
Gargantuine.” There is very little satire in it, and no 
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malice; he leaves the monks alone, and only makes 
fair game of the pedantry of the lawyers and the follies 
of the university. 

It is not difficult to construct, from this book alone, 
a sort of master-key to the whole. Thus Pantagruel 
is he who collects the wisdom and knowledge of his 
•councillors, and applies them to the practical pur])Oses 
of life. Epistemon, his tutor, represents scholarship 
and learning; Eusthenes, the right application of 
strength. Friar John is the soldier and man of action, 
spoiled by tlie monkish robe. Panurge — navovpyo ^ — 
what may he not repriisent? Fie is intellect, unaidcid 
by rank or wealth. He is intellect without moral 
principle. He is cunning, without forethought ; auda- 
cious, without bravery. He is a sjjend thrift, contriver, 
libertine, scholar, coward, wit. He has no pity, no 
sympathy, no shame, no reverence; he has no virtues 
at all. He has no strength, only craft ; no affection, 
save for what will help him. Pantagruel is a great 
king, and Friar John a lusty comrade. But if John 
gets old and Pantagruel weak. Panurge will betake 
himself to the nearest available protector, and be as full 
of animal s])irit8, as jovial, as reckless as ever.' Panurge 
is a man with every faculty, but without a soul. 

I know that this kind of allegorizing is dangerous, 
and may be carried very far beyond what was ever in- 
tended. Still I have little doubt that some such 
scheme, over and above the first idea of a burlesque, 
was in the mind of Rabelais. Mere fooling, to a man 
so learned, would have been simply impossible, and his 
genius is nowhere so conspicuous as in the exquisitely 
Wman touches of tenderness and sympathy that light 
up his pages. But there is this one character that has 
neither sympathy nor tenderness, and I am more and 



PAN URGE. 


109 


more convinced that in Panurge Rabelais seriousl}'^ de- 
signed to show to the world man, in his highest 
development of intellect, but with no soul — strij)ped 
of that divine element which gives him, alone in tlie 
Avorld, the i)Ower of sym])athy. It would be vain to 
follow uj) the allegory, always sitting loosely upon him, 
in his last two books deliberattdy neglected in order to 
satirize the church ; and all his characters, except 
Panurge and Pantagruel, sink into insignificance when 
they visit the islands of Papimanie and Papcfigue, and 
the abode of the great Pope-hawk. 

Panurge, then, is not the hero of Rabelais. It is the 
consistency of his character alone, and the prominent 
part he ]>hiys, that has led critics to forgtit his real sub- 
ordination to the leading figure of the, group ; and the. 
nxajestic conception of Pantagruel, wise and calm, is 
only brought into stronger relief by the turbulent bois- 
terousness of his follower. 

We may put aside, too, as wholly absurd, the old 
idea that the work depicts the living personagcis of the 
time. Nothing can be; sillier than the so-called keys to 
Rabelais. Allusions, it is true, are constantly being 
made to topics of the day, to local gossi]>, and contem- 
porary anecdote. In the details of the book, as well as 
in its spirit, there is a flood of light thrown upon the 
thought of the time — a time more abundantly illustrated 
than almost any other. Indeed, from Brantome, 
Marot, Des P^riers, Rabelais, and Erasmus, the first 
fifty years of that remarkable century might be repro- 
duced with a vividness and fidelity to which 1 think no 
other period, unless it be the last century, presents a 
parallel. 

The third book opens with Panurge’s prodigality, 
after Pantagruel had given him the lordship of Salmy- 
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gondin, and his discourse on the pleasure and profit of 
being in debt. 

‘‘ Bo pleased to represent unto your fancy another world, wherein 
everyone lendeth and everyone oweth, and all are debtors and all 
creditors, Wliat would be the harmony among the regular move- 
ments of the heavens ! I think I hear it as well as ever Plato 
did. What sympathy between the elements ! . , . . I lose myself 
in the contemplation. Among men, peace, honour, love, fidelity, 
repose, banquets, feasts, joy, delight ; gold, silver, small money, 
chains, rings, merchandise will run from hand to hand. No law- 
suits ; no war ; no disputes ; no one then will be a usurer, a miser, 
avaricious, or a refuser of loans. Good God ! will it not be the 
ago of gold — tbo kingdom of Saturn — the idea of tlio Olympic 
regions, in which all other virtues cease, and Charity alone is regent, 
mistress, queen ? ” 

Then come Panurge s grave doubts on the sulyect of 
marriage, and the incomparable cliapter where he sets 
forth his difiicTilties to Pantagruel, receiving from him 
the alternate advice, “Marry, Ijjien,” and “Then do 
not marry.” 

The rest of the book is chiefly made up of the advice 
given to Panurge by different councillors, none of 
whom advances his cause at all. Here, too, occurs the 
case of Judge Bridoise — without any exception, the 
finest piece of comedy in the whole of Rabelais. The 
humour consists not so much in making the poor old 
judge, against whom an appeal has been lodged, confess 
that he decided this case, and has decided all others 
during his whole life, by the throw of the dice, keeping 
big dice for im])ortant cases, and small dice for t riflin g 
ones, as in the judge’s perfect incapacity to see any 
reason for concealing the fact, or any other method of 
arriving at perfect justice and fair dealing, and his in- 
ability to make any other defence than that, by reason 
ol the infirmity of age, he might be prevented from 
rightly discerning the points of the dice, and so the 
course of justice be diverted. 
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The Sorboime could find nothing in the third book 
to complain of. In one chapter, the word ane was 
printed no less than three times instead of dme; but 
King Francis refused to sanction its prohibition on that 
account, and the book appeared Cum privUegio. 

Now Rabelais had little of the spirit of a martyr in 
him. There was probably no form of religion for which 
he would have gone to the stake, or even, willingly, to 
prison ; martyrdom would have been just as disagree- 
able to him whether at the hands of the monks or the 
Calvinists. Both parties would certainly have burned 
him, had they been able, with a lively* joy; Calvin out 
of the malice of a disposition rendered morbid by 
bodily suffering and wounded jiersonal vanity, and the 
monks out of pure revenge on a man who had done 
more than any other man, living or dead — Walter do 
Mapes and Jean de Meung not exccptiid — to bring 
them into contempt. 

There must have been some protector at court on 
whom Rabelais relied Avhen he resolved on issuing his 
fourth book; else we must believe that in his old ago 
he conunitted the only imprudent act of his life ; and, 
after dexterously avoiding his enemies for seventy 
years, voluntarily put his head into the lion’s mouth. 
He died, but that was unforeseen ; and we may picture 
the rage of the orthodox when their old enemy, now 
almost wdthin their grasp, slipped quietly out of their 
hands. The church' never fofgets, and priests never for- 
give ; perhaps it was well for the writer that his life was 
not prolonged beyond his threescore years and ten. 

To the ptotection of the Du Bellay family, he added 
that of Cardinal Odet. He it was, I think, who subse- 
quently became a professed Protestant, an4 took a wife. 
There must have been others, and the nature of the 
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work must have been perfectly known to them ; for 
now an obvious change comes over the spirit of the 
book. It is no longer the ])ure spirit of drollery ; there 
is no more tenderness; the old geniality seems gone 
out of it ; the animal spirits of the old man are dying 
out ; the fire of las resentment mounts higher ; all is 
fierce, vehement, bitter satire : he laughs, with a gibe 
at the monks ; he moralizes, with a jest on the priests. 

The last book may be taken with the fourth, though 
it did not a])])(!ar till ten years after the death of the 
writer, and then Avithout las final touches and correc- 
tio7is. It lacks these; its bitterness is too keen; it has 
no geniality at all, though it wants some!, if only to set 
off and heighten the boundless measure of its contempt 
lor (laonks and priests. 

In the fourth book, however, Ave arc not Avholly 
Avithout fun. There avc may read scA^eral very good 
stories: how Puiiurge bargained for the sheep; hoAV 
the Lor.d do Hasch6 struck a Avholcsome terror into 
bailiffs; hoAV Francis Villon Avas revenged on Friar 
Tickletoby ; hoAv the great storm fell upon them, Avith 
the coAvardly conduct of Panurge ; and how the frozen 
Avords fell on the dt!ck, and melted, and were heard. 
Here, indeed, are goodly materials for mirth. But the 
tone of the Avhole is somehoAv changed. 

They visit, during this Odysscan voyage, the island 
of Shrovetide, the island of Papefigue, the inhabitants 
of which, though once rich, Averc now jjoor, wretched, 
and subjcict to the Papimanes. Then they go to the 
island of Papimanie — “ navigasmes par ung jour en 
84r4nit(S et tout plaisii*, quand a nostre veue s’offrit la 
benoistc isle des Papimanes,” — and observe the calm 
weather which ahvays reigns round the island of the 
ortho^x. When they near the shore, a, boat puts oflF, 
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to ask them, “ Have they seen him?” “Seen whom?” 
asks Pantagruel. “ Him ! ” they re])eat. “ Who is 
he?” quoth Friar John. “ Par la mort beuf ! I will 
smash him,” thinking it had been some notorious 
criminal. “How!” cried they in the boat, “do you 
not know, gentlemen pilgrims, the Only One (rUnique)? 
Nous parlons du Dicu cn terre.” “ Upon my word,” 
says Carpalim, “ thej^ mean the Pope.” “Oh, yes!” 
says Pantagruel, “ 1 have seen three of them; much 
better am 1 for the sight. One at a time, understand.” 
“0 folk thrice and four times ha])j)y!” they cry, 
“ welcome and more than welcome.” “ "I’hen they 
knelt doAvn before; us, and wishtsd to kiss our feet.” 

Then they Avere entertained by Homenas, Avho sets 
forth th(! praise of the decretals, and hoAV they gather 
gold for Home 

Next they go to the court of the great inventor 
Ouster, the lirst jMaster of Arts in the Avorld. There, 
in the livcdiest allegory, Rabelais shoAvs hoAv necessity 
and self-})rcservation are the parents of all arts and 
sciences, and hoAv from the imire AA'ant of food sj)rings 
every development of the ingenuity of man. 

The purpose of the writer groAvs Avider still in the 
last, imperfect book. They go to the isle qf Pells 
(Tile Sonnante), where the single Pope-hawk lives 
Avith clergy-haAvks, inonk-haAvks, priest-hawks, abbot- 
hawks, bishop-hawks, and cardinal-haAvks. These birds 
are all of strange birth. They are imported from the 
land of Lack-bread, and never go back. They sing at 
the ringing of bells; they lead joyous and happy lives, 
“ but nothing to what we shall have,” says ilidituus, 
“in the other world;” and they are all sacred, and not 
to be touched on pain of fearful punishments. Here, 
Avithout the least disguise, the church is des^fibed. 
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Then to other islands, including that of Gripperainaud, 
the Inquisitor, and so on to the last, the Oracle of the 
Ilottle. 

We see, then, in Eabelais, three stages : sim2>le bur- 
lesque, allegory and satire almost unmixed. He has 
the same j)ur|)osc throughout, but it grows. While at 
first he attacks monks only, he afterwards aims at the 
folUes of the Avhole church, and even at the court and 
constitution of Rome, finishing the whole with the 
oracle which relieves Pantagruel’s mind, and sums 
up the Pantagruelian i>hilosophy by the magic word, 
» Drink.” 

“ Noav,” says the jmestess, “ you may dcjiart, my 
friends, iinder the j^rotcction of that inttdlectual sphere 
whose centre is everyAvhere and circumfiirence nowhere, 
which w(! call Goi>. Go, by command of God who leads 
you, to God. When you return to the Avoidd, do not 
fail to aflirm that the greatest treasures are hidden 
underground ; and not without reason,” 

Th(! controver.sies of the time, the endless disunites 
of the schools, the differencQS of churches — what were 
they to men who could feed on Plato, and roam over 
the flowery fields of ancient philosophy? What was it 
to theip whether the bigot of Geneva, or the bigot of 
Rome, conquered? What to them the issue of questions 
as idle as the bells of I'Ue Sonnante^ as meaningless as 
the frozen words on the deck of Pantagruel’s shijj? 
The sjjirit of priesthood— had been the enemy of 
j)hilosoj)hy in old times, and was its enemy in the new 
times ; its fanaticism, its blind fear of ignorance were 
their natural foes ; the long chain of custom, the fetter 
that bound men’s souls to decaying forms, was what 
they would fain, but could not, remove. Life might 
be cheered by the intercourse of scholars.; but life with 
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the common herd, with the so-called religious, or the 
so-called learned, was intolerable, ludicrous, stupid. As 
for the doctrines of the church — well, they az’e good 
for the common people. Meanwhile, the great God 
reigns: he is like a sjJierc Avhose centre is everywhere 
and circumference nowhere. I’he ministers of religion 
arc its worst enemies : he who is mse will be tied by 
as few dogmas as may lx;, but he will possess his soul 
in patience; and after seventy years of study, thought, 
and labour, will accept the sacraments m *the usual 
way, with one last parting insult for the priest who 
brings them. - 

This is the Pantagruelian philoso])hy, which was pro- 
fessed by no small number of scholars. It was no 
mere name, or peg, on which to hang a string of trifles. 
It was followed by those who felt, with Rabzdais, that 
to promote learning was to promote progress ; that to 
remonstrate against evils Avhich spring mainly from 
ignorance is •futile. Hence, they passed their lives in 
unprotesting a/cquiescence, content to feel that the 
things they knew would grow and sjzread more and 
more. ^ There are few scholars now to compare with 
those of the sixteenth century. What men could learn 
they learned. Not the whole circle of science ordy, 
but the whole circle of languages, in which literature 
worth the reading was to be found, was theirs. Rabe- 
lais Avas botanist, physician, and astrqnqnier. He knew 
Latin, Greek, Hebrew, Arabic, and Italian; perhaps, 
»a, for the only limit to his power of acquisition Avas 
that imposed by the diial, he knew all those other lan- 
guages in which Panurge addresses P antag ruel. But 
Avhile their learning Avas great, their numbers Avcrc 
small. They lived their own lives ; few of them shared 
in the ambitions and hopes of other men : they were 
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men of the cloister, not of the outer world. As for 
this ojiter world, it was a seething mass of brutality, 
ignoranc<!, and superstition. They knew, out of those 
Greek volumes which monks regarded with such just 
suspicion, how dark their own time Avas, compared Avith 
that Avhich had been. They kncAV well enough that the 
ceremonies Avhich men Averc taught to believe God- 
sent, were co])ies and relics of paganism ; they saAV the 
DU rninorefi in the saints, the cult of Venus in that of 
th(i Virgin, tlie Pontifex Maximus in the Pope. , 

Some of them, among Avhom Avas Chment Marot, one 
of the philoso])hers, though no scholar, laughed and 
made sport ol' all the turmoil about redigion ; some, 
notably tlu* Cardinal du Bellay, gravely held their 
tongues; some, among them Bishop de Saint Gelais 
(not OctaAden, or Mellin, the ])oets), Avent over to the 
Protestants; some, among Avhom Avas poor Etienne 
Dolet, talked, and got burnt for their pains; one or 
two, among Avhom was Bonaventure Des P4riers, broke 
out into open infidelity; while others. More, Erasmus, 
and Rabelais the chief, attacked the abuses but re- 
mained in the church, which was indeed their only 
camp of refuge. For them CalAdn would have been a 
more intolerant master than the great Pope-hawk him- 
self, and they Avere not the men to exchange one yoke, 
hoAvever galling, for another that AAmuld gall them 
worse in a different place. • Is it too much to say, with 
the examples before us, that the leading intellect of 
the time remained Avith the ancient church? • 

Some men there are who seem too great for creeds. 
If they remain in the church Avherein they were born, 
it is because in no other would they find relief from 
the fetters of doctrine, and because the main things 
which underlie Articles are common to ‘all churches. 
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in which the dogmas are the accidents of time and 
circumstance. 

This, however, is touching on dangerous ground. 
Kabclais and his friends Arent further than contempt 
for the trapjnngs of modern religion. They rejected it 
altogether. There can be no doubt, not the slightest 
doubt, that Rabelais, like Dolet and Des P(iri(;rs, Avas a 
pure and simple Deist.^ I)i;s I’tSi'icrs, indeed, deliberately 
divulges, in the “Cymbalum Mundi,” the secret creed 
of his associates. It appears, to intelligent Uhristians, 
dreary and dark enough; to non-in telligent Christians, 
that is, to the greater part of the world, absolute blas- 
phemy. “ In this great and wouderlul Avorld,” Rabelais 
might have said, “ 1 see everyAvhere the mark of a 
mind Avhose grandeur is beyond anything Avhich the 
human intellect can conceive. In the wondrous for- 
‘ Illation of the body, in the courses of the seasons, in the 
instincts of animals, in the great and awful mysteries 
of birth and death, in growth and decay, in the annual 
sleep of the world and its annual ivaking, in everything 
upon the earth, above it, and beneath it, I see benevo- 
lence, forethought, care for the hapjiiness of creation. 
In the investigation of the laws which govia-n the 
Avorld, I see the only hope of improving men’s lives, 
shortening their pains, increasing their joys. To search 
for the secrets of Nature is the work of our days, as to 
cultivate the pure intellect was the ivork of the ancients. 
Nature on the one hand : Plato and Cicero on the other 
hand. Beyond these, what ? Only the silence of the 
grave. To all our questioning, no answer ; to all our 
passionate longing, no lifting of the curtain. Light and 
joy beneath the sun; on tAat side what awaits? Let 
us go on in the protection of that intellectual sphere 
whose centre is everywhere and circumference nowhere, 
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which we call God. We have no revelation; we have 
but one hope, that since the things required for our life 
are made so incomparably well, the benevolence of the 
Creator will continue, should existence continue, be- 
yond the grave.”' 

Not a Christian. 1 am certain that Rabelais was not a 
Christian. And yet he never satirizes Christianity, because 
he sees that, right or Avrong, it is good for the people to 
have the definite laws of a dogmatic religion, lie saAV 
the evils of the church, but he hoped t o help their cure ; 
not directly, by schism, by any kicking against the huge 
fiibric he could not overthrow ; but indirectly, by 
s])rcading the cause of learning, by bringing monas- 
ticism into contenqrt, by Avid(!ning the boundaries of 
thought, and leading the Avorld through laughter rather 
than censure. He wholly failed, because men, as a 
rule, not humorous by nature, cannot be led by laughter, 
and because he profaned the sacred precincts of the 
temple by bulFooneries Avhich other men practise 
outside.* 

01‘his erudition, as shown in the book, I have given 
no examples, but he; knew moi'e than any other man of 
the time; 1 have not said, indeed, a tenth part of what 
might be written of him.* It is not impossible that 
England will yet learn to appreciate more largcdy this 
glorious Avit and satirist. There may be found some 


‘ This is what he might have said ; hear what he actually does 
say. “ Physis, that is, Nature, at first begat spontaneously beauty 
and l»rmony, being of herself fertile and fecund. Antiphysis, who 
is always the antagonist of nature, immediately conceived an envy 
of this birth, and in her turn produced deformity and discord. . . . 
Singg then she begat the cagots and papela/rils, the demoniacal 
Callus, impostors of 'Geneva, church vermin, and other monsters 
deformed and framed contrary to nature.” , 
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man who has the leisure, and to whom it would be a 
labom' of, love, to edit for modern readers the life and 
voyages of Pantagruel. The necessary omissions could 
be made without very great difficulty, and the parts to 
bo lel't out are not inwoven with the w<ffi of the whole. 

Considering him as a moral t(!acher, we must rejnem- 
l>er what tilings he taught, and that he was the first to 
teach them in the vernacular. Many of his ])recepts are 
now commonplaces, texts for the copy-book. But they 
were not so then. In that time, when only a few had 
learning, and the old mcdiaival darkness Avas still over 
the minds of mim, ive must remember Avhat things, per- 
fectly noAv and previously unsuspected, he poured into 
men’s ears. He shoived them Avhat a monastery might 
be, the home ol' culture, letters, good manners, and 
giiiitle life. He taught the value of learning by direct 
admonition, in the letter of Gargantua, of which I have 
extracted a piece, and by the example of Pantagruel : 
the value of good breeding, if with only a small tincture 
of letters, in Gargantua: against the solid arts he con- 
trasts the follies of alchemists, astrologers, and foolish 
inventors: he shows that Necessity, against which Ave 
pray so fondly, is in reality the~parent and founder of 
all that men have achieved — great Gaster is the first 
Master of Arts. In brave stolid Friar John he shows 
a nature open and manly in all except where the monks 
have spoiled hi^i* He exposes, from the height of his 
OAvn learning, the shallow pedantry of the schools^ and 
the folly of the people who forget God in their rever- 
ence for the Pope; he- paints, in his wondrous panorama 
of life, the foolish judge, the greedy priest, the cruel 
inquisition, the laAvyer Avith his false rhetoric, and the 
needy adventurer with his shifts, turns,, and Avilcs ;<• 
against all these he sets his Avise and tranquil king. 
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whom no storms terrify, no clamours disquiet. I wish 
there had been one, only one good priest, with one good 
woman, so that we might extend over Rabelais that vod 
of ])erfectcharityAvhich should have covered all his faults. 
But j)riests he hated and women he su8})ected. The 
robe he wore was to him like a bodily deformity — it 
corrupted his mind and narrowed his views. ^ It would 
be easy to illustrate his wit, his humour, his headlong 
fun, and that (*asy jovial spirit which probably rendered 
him during the whole of his long life — save Avhen he 
was munching his crust iJijDrtcc at Fontenay-le-Comte — 
the ha 2 )piest of his kind. But 1 would rather, in writ- 
ing about Rabelais, dwell uj)on that side of his character 
which made him a tiiacher the like of whom Euro 2 )e 
had not yet seen. 

A great moral teacher. Yes. But it woidd have 
been better for Frances if his book, tied to a millstone, 
had been hurled into tin; sea. ’Kot on account of the 
just and obvious charge which any one who ojxms its 
])agi;s will bring against it. That is nothing. The 
filth and dirt of Rabelais do not take hold of the mind 
— a little cold water washes all off. I have said .above 
that he Avholly failed in his jmrjAose ; he did moi’e, he 
grc.atly sinned, in a manner Avhich has never yet been 
]>ointcd out. He destroyed effectually, j)erhaj>s for cen- 
turies yet to come, earnestness in France. • He found 
men craving for a better faith, believing that it Avas to 
be found, and left them doubting Avhether any system 
hi the Avorld could give it. Great and noble as are 
many of the passages in Rabelais, jirofoundly AAUse as 
he Avas, I do believe that no Avriter who ever lived has 
inflicted such lasting injury on his country. 

As for his fault of coarseness, his biographers defend 
it on the usual ground— taste of the age, and so forth. 
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Rubbish! Where is the “taste of the age” in Eras- 
mus?- There has b(icn no time in the world’s history, 
from Catullus doAvinvards, Avhcn those Avho have sinned 
in this Avay have done so in deference to the “taste of 
the age.” 




Note on Lucian’s True History. 

The voyage of Pantagriiel is borrowed, in many of its details as 
well as in the leading idea, from the very curious “ '^frue History ” 
of Lucian, the real origin of so many fabulous voyages and travels. 
Lucian’s (lulliver begins by setting sail from Cadiz with exactly the 
same desire as animated Columbus ; lie wanted to find out what lay 
beyond the western ocean. He took with him fifty stalwart com- 
panions and a trusty pilot; liad a large and stout vessel, which ho 
provisioned with stores which would serve them a long time. After 
encountering a storm which lasts eighty days, they arrive at a hilly 
and richly-wooded island, where they found a pillar of brass with 
an inscription in Greek, “ Thus far came Bacchus and Hercules.” 
l\vo footju’ints, one of enormous size, marked the farthest step of 
the god and hero. The rivers of the island flow with wine, not 
water ; the clusters of gi’apcs yield pure wine ; then there were 
women who below the waist were nuirc vine trunks, and who, when 
two of his companions tried to kiss them, clasped tliom tight in 
their tendrils and transformed them into vines. So in the seventh 
circle of Dante’s ‘‘ Inferno,” Jacopo is transformed into a bush which, 
as in Lucian, screamed with pain when any twig or brancli was 
broken off. 

Sailing away from the island the ship is caught by a whirlwind, 
which carnes it up three thousand stadia into the air. The adven- 
tures of the crew become now exciting indeed. They sail to the 
moon, and being received hospitably by King Endymion, enlist as 
volunteers in the war which be is about to wage with King Phae- 
thon, Endymion’s forces consist, among other troops, of eighty thou- 
sand Hippogyps, i, e. warriors who bestride vultures, each with 
three heads, so vast, that every feather is as big as a ship’s mast ; 
of twenty thousand mounted on “ cabhage-fowl,” i, c. birds whoso 
wings are like lettuces — and so on. Phaethon’s forces are described 
in the same way. The engagement ends in the total defeat and 
discomfiture of Endymion, who makes haste to accept the most 
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humiliating torms. The Greek sailors are taken prisoners, but are 
speedily rclefised by Phaethon, who allows them to go on their way. 
As lor the manners of the moon-men, they have been repeatedly de- 
scribed since the time of Lucian ; but perhaps his narrative has the 
merit of the greatest originality. They, the subjects of Endyniiou, do 
not die, but vanish when the time of death approaches. They do not 
eat or drink, as we do, only dine off the odour of a roasted frog, or 
drink the air squeezed into a goblet. To bo esteemed beautiful you 
must be bald. They extract oil from onions ; get pure water from 
their grapes ; wear no pockets, being provided with a pouch like 
the kangaroo ; the rich have ga.rinents of glass, the poor of brass. 

country abounds in minerals and ores, which are worked by 
pouring water on them. To ])r(^servo their sight they take out 
their eyes, and only use them when they phrase, the rich buying up 
the spare eyes of the poor, and so on, many details (3f which have 
been imitated by Jtabelais. 

Leaving the moon, they come next to the City of Lanterns (see 
Pantagruel, v. d2, Lychnopolis, where they land and sec 

many curious things. After several other adveiitiiros they meet 
with the great misfortune of the voyage, being swallowed up by an 
enormous whale, three hundred miles long, at one gulp, ship aud 
all. Getting inside they can at first (see Gargantua, chap. r‘18) see 
nothing at all, but gradually perceive that tlicy are in a vast cavity. 
All about them lie bones of tish and men, ships with their cargoes, 
sails, masts, skins and skulls of beasts. This is near the throat of 
the monster. Sailing furthci* on they arrive at a small island, forty- 
five miles round, with hills and valleys, forest trees, singing birds, 
and fountains. Oh landing they discovered a small pillar erected 
to Neptune, aud presently ctime upon an old man and his son, the 
last survivors of a mishap exactly like their own, who had lived on 
the island for twenty years. They were very well off, having cul- 
tivated the ground about their hut, and being able to fish in a salt- 
water lake in the island, but with one drawback — the other in- 
habitants, of whom there were about a thousand. The new comers 
rid them of these, and they all sit down to enjoy what good things 
are left to them. After a long imprisonment the idea occurs to 
them to effect their escape by setting fire to the forest. They do 
so. After the wood has burned for a few days, the monster grows 
tinoasy, sickens rapidly, and dies. They prop his jaws up with 
beams of timber, and sail out again, the two original prisoners ac- 
companying them. 

There were other adventures doing equal credit to Lucian’s 
imaginative faculty. They get into a frozen sea, where they dig a 
cave and live in the ice ; they arrive at the sea of milk, with its 
island of cheese ; the salt sea where men ha^^o feet made of cork, 
and skim about ; aud then the Island of the Blessed, where, after 
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being subjected to a good deal of unpleasant questioning by Rba- 
damanthus, they are allowed to stay for some months. It is a 
pleasant place. The city has palaces of gold and ramparts of 
emerald ; its gates are of cinnamon-wood ; its pavements are of 
ivory ; its temples are built of beryl, with altars of amethyst ; there 
arc crystal baths, and round the city Hows a stream of rose-water. 
They dress in purple ; they drink of the Ihree liundred and sixty- 
iive fountains of watei% honey, and essences. If they go outside 
the walls it is to lie in beds of flowers, while the niglitingales drop 
roses on tlieir heads, and choirs of sweet-voiced boys and girls sing 
io them. All the demigods are there, and all the old philosophers. 
Socrates, it is Irue, is in temporary disgrace, having Ixjen informed 
by Rhadamaiithus that his flirtations and levities may be (tarried too 
fa]*. Diogenes is so far changed that he is married to finis, and has 
taken to drink. Plato is 8<‘t on an isbind by himself, where ho 
makes laws forever. The Stoics are not admitted, and are still all 
climbing up the steep slopes of the Hill of Vii'tue, while the Aca- 
demics, who would like to come in, are excluded on account of their 
having denied the existence of ilio place. 

But an unpleasant incident disturbs their happiness. Cinyi*us, 
son of the old man above mentioned as the oiuginal prisoner, begins 
a flirtation with Helen — Meiielaus, as usual, seeing notliing. He 
carries it so far as to propose an elopement, and actually puts lier on 
board the ship and sails away. There is a great commotion among 
the heroes. They sail after the couple and presently bring them 
hack, Helen in tears and Cinyrus in despair. The latter is sent off* 
to lihadamanthuH fur sentence. 

After this they all sail away again. In a sliori time they come 
io a fog which smells like a mixture of burning asplialte, brimstone, 
pitch, and i-oasted flesh. It is a dark and murky atmosphere. 
There are liowls, and cries, and the crack of whips, Alas ! it is 
one of tho islands of the accursed. They land. No tree grows — 
it really reads like the medimval Place of Torment. Swords and 
daggers are stuck in the ground, point uppermost, instead .of flowers ; 
there are three rivers (drcling round it, respectively flowing with 
mire, blood, and fire. And here is poor Cinyrus, the last seducer 
of Helen, hung up over a slow fire and roasting like a. modern 
Huguenot. Gulliver takes occasion to remark, piously, that he is 
glad to see liars and false historians in the hottest places. 

Thence to the Island of Oceanus, with four gates, not two, as 
Homer superficially observed. The bad dreams pass through two 
gates of iron and potter’s clay respectively ; the pleasant dreams 
through those of iron and ivory. 

And a little more in tho same style, the liistory abruptly wind- 
ing up, as such histories might, with the promise of more next 
time. 




MONTAIGNE. 

Fnii paraiis et valido milii, 

Lator*, dones ; ct precor, Integra 
Cum mente, nec turpem seneoiain 
Dogere, nee cithara caroutcm. 

Hok. Garm. i, xxxi. 17. 

Y book would be incomplete indeed were it 
to pass over the name of the most remark- 
able Avriter, the most original, the most de- 
lightful, that France has ever produced. 
Y et Avhat to say about Montaigne that has 
not been said before ? Ilis life, his Avritings, his philoso- 
phy have been Avritten of again and again. From time 
to time, cA'ery writer has a paper on Montaigne ; once 
at least in every generation' there is a translation, a 
biography, a reprint; once in his life at least every 
writer feels the desire to make him the subject of a 
study. For Montaigne is an established favourite; he 
belongs to the Avorld : the older Ave groAv the more we 
love to read him; the conditions of his life once ascer- 
tained just out of curiosity, we feel no more interest 
about the details. All these are of no consequence, be- 
cause our thoughts are ever within that old round 
chamber Avhere the texts on man’s nothingness are 
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carved on the rafters, and where, surrounded by his 
thousand volumes, the philosopher sits and writes. 

He is the descendant of a long line of country gentle- 
men, some of them merchants at Bordeaux. Scaliger 
said that Montaigne’s father was a “herring-monger,” — 
which was ill-natured, as well as untrue, — whose family 
name was Y(piem, l^yquem, or Ayquem. The head of 
the house resided in a castli^, or fortified house, strong 
enough to resist any sudden attacks of wandering 
soldiers, and removed far enough from the track of 
armies to count on comparative security. In fact, dur- 
ing all the troubles of the Fronde, Montaigne nciver had 
any other guard than an old porter. The memory of 
Pierre Eyquem, Montaigne’s father, has been preserved 
in the Essays, so that we know him almost as well as 
his son. A nu'-thodical orderly man, proud of his per- 
sonal activity and of his appearance, restless and full of 
projects, he wanted to (istablish, among other things, 
the modern system of advertising; pure in life and 
manners, odd in his ways and dissatisfied if things were 
done as ordinary people do them ; unlettered, but with a 
profound admiration for learning, altogether a quaint, 
admirable character, quite in harmony with that of his 
great son. 

Michel de Montaigne was born in 1533, the third son. 
He was held over the font by two peasants, in order, 
his father said, that he might be under obligations to 
them, and look after their old age; it was a kindly 
thought. Then he was sent away to a nurse in a village 
hard by that he might be made strong and healthy. 
When he began to talk his father provided a German 
tutor who did not know Ftench, with two assistant 
tutors ; all these instructed to converse perpetually in 
Latin with the child, so that he might learn to speak 
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the Latin tongue before anything else. Not a word of 
Erench Was allowed to reach his ears, and when he was 
brought home eyery person in the chfi,teau, from his 
mother to the scullery maid, was strictly enjoined cither 
to talk Latin to the child, or to hold their tongues v. 
Soon they began to learn, even the servants, to talk 
Latin, and so far did the strong will of Pierre Eyquem 
prevail that many Ijatin words escaped from the kitchen 
and grew into use among the villages around, Avhere 
perhaps they still linger, like the relics of the Greek 
among the Marseillais. 

Lilt at six years of age little Michel, his father dis- 
trusting his own ex])eriment, was sent away to school, 
and probably very soon picked up the language of the 
boys. This was in 153!). The school was that college 
of Guienne where George Buchanan was a professor at 
the time, and where the great Muretus taught. Then 
h(i went through the miseries of school life. “ What 
do you hear,” he asks, “in school ? Nothing but the 
screams of tortured children or of masters drunk with 
rage.” He learned to like reading through Ovid, 
Virgil and Terence, acted in the Latin plays of Bu- 
chanan and Muretus, and was considered to have com- 
pleted his school education at the ago of thirteen. That 
is to say, he completed his preliminary training, and 
then was sent to study law, perhaps at Toulouse, per- 
haps at Bordeaux. At all events he was at Bordeaux 
during the curious insurrection of 1548. 

We next find Montaigne in Paris, the city which he 
loved with more than the ordinary Frenchman’s devotion. 
“I love Paris,” he says, “for itself. I am a French- 
man only through this gteat city — great in its popu- 
lation, great in the happiness of its situation — ^but above 
all* things, great in the variety of its conveniences and 
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appliances of all kinds ; the glory of France, aiwl one of 
the noblest ornaments of the world.” In some capacity 
or other, now iindiscoverable, Montaigne was attached 
to the Court, and found favour, not only with the king, 
Henry II., but also with his (piecn, Catherine of Medici. 
In 1554, being then twenty-one years of age, ho was 
made a councillor of the Cour des Aides for Guienne. 
The post had been bought by his father for himself, 
and ceded by him to liis son, who held it for twelve 
years. Tt was thus that he became the colleague of his 
most dear and esj)ecial friend, Etienne de la Boetie. 

^'he duties of the post did not, hoAvever, prevent him 
from spending most of his time at I’aris, where, according 
to his own account, writbm in those ripe years Avhen 
the glories of his youth ap])eared decked in jail the 
colours that an unrepentant memory could lend, he led 
the life common to the young fellows of his own tunes 
— love-making his jirincipal business, gambling his 
principal recreation, llcmonber that Montaigne, grave 
and decorous afterwards- as became a married man and a 
country gentleman, nev(!r affected a morality he did not 
feel, and was a typical hVenchman in so far that he sepa- 
rated religion from life, holding that a creed gives safety 
and a death-bed absolution certainty. 

In 1559 Henry 11. was killed in tl^at unlucky tourna- 
ment by the lance of Montgomery, an accident of 
which Alontaigne was an eye-witness. In the same 
year Montaigne accompanied the new king, Francis II. 
on his jouniey into Lorraine, on which he was accom- 
panied by his wife, Mary Stuart. Nothing can ex- 
ceed the admiration- and love which J^ontaigne felt 
for this beautiful and unhappy queen — nothing more 
real than the indignation Avith which he speaks in later 
years of her execution. The year after, we find him 
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with Charles IX. in Rome, where he saw the cele- 
brated three American Indians. And then he appears 
to have gone back to Bordeaux, to enjoy the society 
of La Boetie, author of tht; “ Servitude Volontaire.” 
Their friendship Avas short, for the accomplished and 
learned La Boetie died at the age of thirty-tAvo, having 
known Montaigne only six years. His death-bed is 
described by the survivor Avith a simplicity and a devo- 
tion Avhich make the scene entirely ])athetic and beau- 
til’ul. “ My brother,” said the dying man, “ mylirother 
Avhom 1 lov(! so dearly, and Avhom 1 had chosen from 
so many men to riaieAv Avith you that virtuous and 
sincere friendship, the use of which l)y the triumph of 
vice has for so long been rcmioved from among us, so 
that only some traces remain in tlie memory of anti- 
quity, 1 beg you, as a testimony of my alfection, to be 
the heir of my library. This is a very small present, 
but it is heartily bestoAved. It Avill be to you ^vjj/uotruvov 
tui sodalis." And the noblest essay that Montaigne 
ever Avrote is that on “Friendship.” Men at that })eriod 
yearned after a communion of souls, which should be the 
highest and noblest friendship. Mostly, they Avere dis- 
appointed. Marot and Dolet l)eli(iA"ed in each other at 
first, but afterwards quarrelled. Ronsard and Joachim 
du Bellay, Rabelais and .lean du Bellay, BoUeau and 
Moliere, realized something of the perfect trust and con- 
fidence, none approached the ideal friendship, the love 
of David and Jonathan, so nearly as Montaigne and 
La Boetie. But Jonathan died in 1563, and DaAdd, to 
assuage some of the anguish of his mind, looked about 
for a new mis|ress, a fact in his life which the historian 
notes in passing Avith some astonishment, as being a most 
singular and un philosophical consolation. After the 
mistress came the Avife. His marriage took place two 
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years later, when he was thirty-three years of age, the 
bride being the Demoiselle Frangoise do Chassagne, 
daughter of a Bordeaux councillor. The marriage was 
one without much affection, and the philosopher, 
though he is careful to speak well of the married state, — 
“ it is a gentbi Avay of social life, full of constancy and 
confidence, Avith an infinite number of useful and solid 
offices and natural obligations,” — is always falling into 
little tempers about his wife and bis domestic happiness. 
“ Cato,” he says, “ like ourselves, was disgusted Avith 
his AAufe.” “Marriage is like a cage, those birds that 
are inskle desirci to get out, and those that are out Avant 
to get in.” There is nothing, howc'A'cr, to shoAv that 
his wife was not a good woman, if a (piick-tempered one, 
and a good Avife. She brought him half-a-dozen chil- 
dren, all of Avhom died ill infancy except one danghtep-. 

Four years after his maiTiage Montaigne ])ublished 
his first book, Avhich was a translation of a curious 
book by one Raymond de Sebonde, called “ Theologia 
Naturalis,” the first attemj)t to establish the Christian 
religion by argumemts draAvn fron) natural reasons, apart 
from rcA’elation. No one seems to have taken much 
notice of the Avork, Avhich Avas revived after the Essays 
had brought the author’s name into notice. 

In 15(58 his father, Pierre Ey(piem, died, and Michel, 
being now the eldest son — his brother. Captain St.- 
Martin, had been killed some time before by an acci- 
dent in a tennis court — succeeded to the chateau and 
property of Montaigne. The year after this he resigned 
his post as counsellor, and then applied himself to the 
collection and publication of La Boetie’s Remains, a work 
which necessitated a good many visits to Paris. We arc 
not told whether he took his wife with him, but one fears 
that he left the poor lady in the country while he went to 
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Pans to spend his mornings among the printers and his 
afternoons at court, basking in the favour of the queen- 
mother. There is no i)roof that he got into the literary 
circles -whilth then formed the glory of Paris; and 
though he speaks in his Essays of having conversed Avith 
jK)ets known to all the world, it is quite clear that he 
‘was not one of that band Avhose names still maintain 
their reputation. Among these were Antoine de Ba'if, 
Ronsard, Du Rellay, Des Portes, and Agrippa d’Au- 
bign(5. We may be quite certain that if Montaigne had 
been one of them, we should have heard all about it, 
the little Gascon gentleman being l)y no means inclined 
to hide away the glory of bis litefbry l‘riendshi})s. But 
in point of I'act, the 07ie single literary friend he had 
was La Boc-'tie, and no one in Paris su823ected that for 
^Aie hundreds who Avould read Ronsard and Ba'if, 
th(;re were going to jje tens of tln^sands who would 
* read Afbntaigne. 

In 1571, the year %_efoil^hc ^aini\ Bartholomew, 
Montafgm! lAdng then thirty-eight years of age, retired 
to his clAteau Avith the design of spending the rest of 
his life in “ the bosom of the learned Virgin, in rfepose 
and liberty.” The :Jepose was prevented from becom- 
ing monotonous by the uncertain tempers of his house- 
hold. He acknoAvledges that he sometimes fell into 
rages himself, could not bear the troubles of domestic 
matters, and used to Avarn “ those Avho had the right of 
being angry,” i. e. his wife, “ to be chary of their Avrath, 
and not to let it loose Avithout reason perhaps the 
most exasperating thing one could say to a quick-tem- 
pered Avife; 

It Avas at this period, then, that he began to write his 
Essays. Not that his life Avas altogether secluded from the 
world. He received the order of Saint-Michel, no great 
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distinction, but still something. He was sent by the 
Duke of Montpcnsier to make a great speech to the 
parliament of Bordeaux. He was in a perpetual terror 
during the civil war; afraid that liis house would be 
attacked; suspicious that he had not, perhaps, joined 
the stronger party. He brought out his first volume of 
Essays in 1580. And then was attacked by the same 
dreadful disease which had killed his father ; and it was 
in hojies of curing it that he travelled through France 
and Lorraine, Switzerland, Germany, and Italy. He 
enjoyed his travels enormously, writing the most in- 
teresting dcscri])tions ])ossible of what he saw, Avith re- 
flections in his quaintest style, but returned Avithout 
haAung done his disorder any good, to be Mayor of 
Bordeaux. This Avas a great and important honour. 
For lE^e Mayor of Bordeaux must be a gentleman, an 
armiger, and he took precedence during his office of all 
nobles. Montaigne held the post for four years, being 
once re-elected. To his great satisfaction nothing of 
importance or difficulty happened during all that time. 
Then he returned to his ch&teau, Avhere Henry of Na- 
A^arre paid him a visit. Montaigne was on good terms 
■with Corisande d’Adonis, “ la belle Corisande,” pre- 
decessor of Gabrielle d’Estrees, and at the same time 
was a friend of Queen Margaret of Valois, noAV sepa- 
rated from her husband. 

Presently the plague broke out in Bordeaux and 
spread over the whole of Guienne and P^rigord, the dread- 
ful scourge raging with a virulence difficult to believe. 
Whole villages we are told were destroyed. Montaigne- 
says that not a hundredth pai't of the people escaped — 
this must have been exaggeration. The grapes re- 
mained ungathered, the corn unreaped, and the people 
sat still waiting for death, none caring for anything but 
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to gGt sepulture; men whiJc still in health du^ their own 
slaves, even got into them living, to escape the wild 
beasts. Montaigne himself saw one of his own workmen 
with the last movements left to him of hands and feet, 
dragging the earth over himself. In Bordeaux eighteen 
thousand died out of forty thousand. Montaigne left 
his c}uU(!au, and took what he calls his “ caravan,” 
consisting of his mother, his wife, his daughter, and his 
servants, to different places to g(',t out of the way. He 
even refused to go into Boi’deaux to preside at the 
election of his own successor. But Montaigne was not 
a hero, and it did not ju'obably a[)pear to him that 
duty called him to the ])OSt of danger. 

In the midst of all these troubles he went, on with 
the Essays. The third volume was com^deted and pub- 
lished in 1588, Avhen he was tifty-tive years ol'age. To 
brijig this out he went to l^aris, and there fell in with 
Mademoiselle de Gournay. Marie de Goui’nay, then 
twenty-tAvo years of age, had long read and re-read the 
Essays till she had conceived a passion I'or the author. 
She heard that he Avas in Paris, and sent him a message 
full of com[)liments. Montaigne called u])on her, came 
again, and then sat doAvn to be Avorshipped. This A\^as 
Avhat he had Avanted all along — some one to appreciate 
him. In the country no one seemed to know hoAV 
great a man he AV'as ; he had, it is true, the honour of 
being ex-mayor of Bordeaux, but that AA'^as not enough 
— he wanted literary fame -he wanted disciples — he 
wanted flattery. He got it iioav in full measure, running 
over, from a young, beautiful, and accomplished woman. 
“ I look,” he says, “ to no one else in the Avorld ” — had 
he not a daughter and a wife? — “ If adolescence can 
foretell anything A\ith certainty, that mind Avill be one 
day capable of the finest things. . . . The judgment 
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she formed about the first Essays, being a woman, and 
in this age, and so young, and the only one who did so 
in her neighbourhood . . . are accidents worthy of 
consideration.” Of course! can any author have a 
doubt of the ability, the extraordinary sagacity, the 
keen intellect, of one Avho selects him, of all the rest, 
for praise and flattery? Marie de Gournay must b(! a 
genius. Poor Marie ! we shall meet her again' when 
the roses are all faded, and the promise of her youth 
has come to nothing — 2 )assionate still in her worship of 
Jlontaigne, crowned still with the withered garland of 
praise which he ])laced upon her brow, rejoicing to the 
end in her title of Montaigne’s ado])ted daughter. 

While in Paris, the essayist found himself one day 
arrested and sent to the Bastille. No one accused him 
of having done anything, but a cousin of the Duke of 
Elbeuf having been arrested by the king at Eouen, the 
duke thought it would be well to exercise a reprisal. 
His imprisonment only lasted a few hours, Catherine of 
Medici herself sending an order for his immediate 
release. . Hie little incident, however, was sufficiently 
discomposing to send him away at once, and he joined 
the court in its wanderings from Rouen to Blois. De 
Thou was with him at the time, and records some of 
their conversations : thus, this critic, incapable of un- 
derstanding the Essays, actually advised Montaigne 
to cut out all the parts which related to himself and his 
personal likings and habits. The two were at Blois 
together when Henry murdered the Duke of Guise. In 
1589, he Avent back to his own chateau, married his 
daughter, and sat down to talk with a new disciple, the 
Abb(i ChaiTou, and to write to Marie. 


Seo p. 217. 
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And a few yeare later, before he reached his sixtieth 
year, came the much-feared death. Montaigne died on 
the 1 3th of September, 1591 : his last action being to sit 
up in his bed Avith uplifted hands, in the act of adora- 
tion, when the priest elevated the host. 

His mother survived him for nine years; his Avife 
for thirty-six years, llis only daughter, Avhose, first 
act Avas to dis])erse her father’s library, lost her husband 
and married again. One of his tAvo (laughters left 
three daughters, through the eldest of Avhom the Mon- 
taigne pro])erty remained in ])ossession of the essayist’s 
descendants till the ])resent century. 

Such, briefly told, is the life of Michel de Montaigne. 
It remains to say a Avord on the Essays. And here, in 
])resence of the volumes that have been Avritten uj)on 
him, it behoves us to b(! brief. In the first place, let 
us rid ourselves at once of the notion that Montaigne 
had any object in vicAv. He had no)ie. He conceived 
the idea of Avriting doAvn his thoughts, his observations, 
his s])eculations, the results of his oavii experience. It 
Avas an expenment. . The dignity of literature, just 
then occupied Avith ancient learning and ncAvly dis- 
covered general ideas, had not }'et stooped to the con- 
sideration of such a simple thing as ordinary humanity. 
Montaigne took the man of Avhom he kncAv most, him- 
self, the creature Avhich AA-as to him the most interesting 
object in the Avorld ; and then began to group round 
this central figure all thoughts, influences, events, acci- 
dents and habits which had accumulated during his 
lifetime. The man stands before us for ever contem- 
jdating an immense pile of these things, his OAvn. Sup- 
pose 'you had spread out before you all the things you 
had bought, possessed, or imagined, iu the course of your 



THE ESSAYS. 


135 


life ; suppose there were the toys and games of child- 
hood, the follies of youths the disappointments, the 
projects, the successes of a long career, would not the 
mere description of these things make, an interesting 
volume ? But Montaigne does more. He gives us not 
only these things, hut the things he has leaded from 

them. 1. Montaigne’s Essays owe their greatest charm 
to the fact that they reveal not only the secrets of a 
soul, but of a soul not much raised above the common- 
place, and like our own. Such influences as actctl ui)on 
his spirit, act upon ours. He goes about the world 
among his fellows, ])lays the fool among the boys, and 
is sober when he grows older ; has posts of honour and 
dignity; associates sometimes with great people ; is 
himself a gentleman of some learning; is a married 
man, and a pere de famille. There is nothing which is 
not entirely common -place, ordinary, and of mere 
routine in his life ; everything which should make him 
entirely fitted for the task he undertook. The Pleiad 
poets, for instance, with their scholarship, seclusion, and 
pedantry — if these should attempt to do what Montaigne 
succeeded in doing, what sort of man would they pro- 
duce ? Considerwhat ordinary people talk about ; listento 
them at their tables, in the streets, in railway carriages : 
as they talk, Montaigne’s people talked. It is not of 
I)olitics, nor is it of literature, nor is it of art. They 
talk of their own habits first, their little dodges to keep 
off sickness and defer death; then, their likings and 
dislikings; then, any amusements that are going on; 

then, money-making; then, the topic of the day, on 
which they have a - decided opinion. That is how 
Montaigne talked, that is how he wote. Nothing 
clearer than the portraits of himself, got from his 
Essays : nothing less likely to excite enthusiasm. 
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He usf^d to write in a large circular room, with 
an adjoining square cabine^. The rafters are bare, and 
covered with inscriptions, cut by the direction of Mon- 
taigne, such as the following : — 

“ Things do not iormout a man so mucli, as tlio opinion ho has of 
things.” 

]!]very argument has its contrary.” 

“ AVind swells bladders ; opinion swells man.” 

“ Mud and ashes, whai have you to be jiroud of ? ” 

“ 1 do not understand, J pause, I examine.” 

The sides of the s(iuare cabinet were covered with 
fresco ])aintings, “Mars and V onus surja-ised by Vulcan,” 
and such refreshing subjects, to which the jdiilosopher 
might turji when w(;aried l)y working at his “ certain 
verses of Virgil.” 'J’he circular room, in which was his 
library of a thousand volumes,' no contemptible col- 
lection for the time, is sixteen paces in diameter. Here 
for twenty years, save when he is running uj) to Paris 
“on business,” sits a little squat-figured, undignified 
man ; ho is past forty now, and no longer fond of 
violent exercises : he dresses in jdain white or black : 
he is quick and hasty-teui] Hired, insomuch that his 
servants get out of his sight when he begins to call 
them “ calves : ” lie is easily irritated by little things, 
siich as th(i lall of a tile, or the breaking of a thing : he 
sits down to dinner late, because! he does not like to 
see a crowd of dishes on the! table : he is fond of Avine, 
but is not intemperate; he is awkward, and unable 
to do things Avhich other men do: cannot dance or 
sing: cannot mend a pen, saddle, a horse, or carve 
meat, and his uAvkAvardness makes him uncomfortable, 
lie has all the virtues, he says, except two or three : 
]iever makes enemies, never does any man injury ; makes 
it-his rule to keep things comfortable about him; is 



THE ESSAYS. 


137 


extremely kind-hearted, and eminently selfish. He is 
lacking in the domestic faculty ; cares little about his 
wife, and does not pretend to care at all for babies ; 
and lu; is always interfering with servants, so tliat 
they hate him. As regards his reading, it is witliout 
method, desultory ; In; takes up his books one after tJic 
other, and browses among them, reading Latin histories 
for chief pleasure. He evidently has no real love for 
2)oetry or i)ower of criticism, because we find him turn- 
ing from Ovid and Virgil and admiring the miserable 
centos in vogue at the time. 

Do you want to know more about him? Read tlie 
Essays. There you will find every page with some 
allusion to himself. You Avill be jdeased to h^arn that he 
])refers white wine toured; that he loves to rest with 
his legs raistid ; that he likes scratcliing his ear, with 
other interesting details. 

It is all, in fact, as I said before, about himself. 
There is the man, with his aji[)earance, his manners, his 
habits, and his baggage of thoughts. And because it 
is a real man, ten times as real as Rousseau’s ]ir(;tended 
stdf, therefore it is an immortal book. The main in- 
terests of life lie in the common-place ; the great thoughts 
of a genius are too much for mo.st of us^ we like the 
easy wanderings of a mind of our own level we follow 
the S2)eculations of one who is not far removed from 
ourselves Avith pleasure, if not Avith profit. Like him, 
Ave doubt; like him, Ave know nothing; like him, we 

* People like best to read something just a little above them ordinary 
stratum of thought. Hence you get a sort of pyramid of popularity, 
at the base of which is Tapper. Next to him comes A. K. H. B. 
As you go higher up you pass Carlyle, Helps, Emerson, a crowd of 
dignified names. Very few people, if they reach the top, caro to 
remam long in an atmosphere so cold and bracing. 



MONTAIGNE. 


m 

ha.c HO disposition to he martyrs ; like him, wc long 
lifter something that we have not got, something that 
we cannot understand ; like him, we feel it is an ex- 
tremely disagreeable necessity, this of death. 

Jjike ourselves, but 3 n»,t superior. His mind difFering 
in degree from ours, not in kind ; larger, broader, keener. 

1 1 is im])Ossible that truth should be better studied in a 
successive series of observations, although he is never 
able to show the relations of one to another. They have, 
indeed, no natural relations to him. He feels himself 
in a labj’rinth full of uncertainty, doubt, and perplexity, 
Avanders aindessly along, turning from path to 2 )ath, 

] ducking flowers as he goes, and careless about finding 
any clue. His mottoes, cut upon the raft(;r8 of his 
library, show his mind, in which uncertainty is the 
hjading characteristic. An uncertainty Avhich chimed 
in with the miserable condition of affairs in the world ; 
Avhen burnings, tortures, civil wars, horrid plagues, 
were the commonest accidents of life, and man’s 
intellect, man’s reason, man’s kindly nature, seemed 
powerless to arrest the dreadful miseruss wrought by 
king and priest. l\*eligio.n ? Jt is . a need. Truth? 
Who knows what it is? Government? It means pro- 
tection. Life? It means disappointment, diseast!, fear 
of death. Science? A bundle of contradictions. Love? 
It means falsehood ,and infidelity. And then men quar- 
rel as to whether Montaigne was a Christian., It is ex- 
asperating to find the question so much as raised. What 
Avere these tAvo banners under Avhich men Avere ranged, 
of Huguenot and Catholic? Some poor artizans, like 
Bishop Briyonnet’s weavers of Meaux, might greatly 
dare for liberty’s sake ; to the men of culture, the rival 
parties Avere but two political sides. Montaigne belonged 
to that side Avhich represented, in his eyes, order and 
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law; he was, therefore, a Catholic. Like all the men 
of his pwn time, he had a "creed, a kind of pill, to be 
taken when it might be wanted. The time had gone 
by when such men as Kabelais and Dolet hoj)ed to bring 
the world to Deism ; the scholars had accepted the in- 
evitable position of orthodoxy, and while giving all 
their activity and interest to heathenism, were zealous 
siip])orters of the lifeless creed. Montaigne a Christian? 
compare his morality with that of the Gospels; read 
how the dread of death is breathed in every ])age of liis 
book ; remember how he says that to pretend to know, 
to understand aught beyond the ])henomenal, is to make 
the handful greater than the hand can hold ; the arm- 
ful larger than the arms can embrace ; the stride 
wider than the legs can stretch — ‘^aman can but sec 
with his eyes and hold with his grasp. Try then to 
remember that we are not in the nineteenth century, 
but in the sixteenth ; that Montaigne died in the act 
of adoration, and cease to ask whether the man was a 
Christian. Christian? There was no better Christian 
than Montaigne in all his century. 
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RENCII political satire, of which the 
fabliaux j)rc8(‘iit few exaiiijAes, 1‘ouiul its 
first honoamong the Clercs tie la Rasochc ; 
nor was it till well on in the sixteenth 
ceiitur}’ that it escaped from the stage 
and a]>]>eared in verse and ])rosc. Its first a])pearance 
in the new character 'was, as might almost have been 
cx]K!cted, inconceixabW libellous, ])ersonal, and coarse. 
There were the “Eanfreluchc ct Gandichon,” an apology, 
afUT the manner of Rabelais, for the Saint Bartholomew ; 
the “ Eortuue de la Corn* the “ He ties Hermaphro- 
dites;” the “ L^gcnde du Cardinal de LoiTaine;” the 
‘‘Legende de Catherine de Mt^dicis,” and plenty of others. 
These, like w'as])S, inflicted tlieir little sting, and parsed 
away. One satire only had genius to make it live,; one 
had ^'igour enough to turn the tide of popular opinion 
and influence the course of affairs. It was a satire, fresh, 
clean, healthy, and new, as wmll as strong ; and was the 
work of a small band of unknown scholars, who devised 
it for their own amusement, without suspecting for a 
moment the effect it would produce. It came out in 
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the year 1593. Let reiruember what was the state 
of France at that time. King Henry ITT., whose only 
noble and kingly act was the couragt; Avith AAdiioh he 
met his death, had been murdere<l b}' I^^rerc .Jacques 
C14ment in 1589, a few months aft(!r ho had himself 
mnrdered the Dukis of Guise and the Cardinal, l^aris 
shouted and screamed Avith joy at the news, h’rom 
every puli)it thnndertal praises of the rc'gicide, and up 
and doAvn the streets droA^A the Duchess of Montpemsier, 
sister of the murdered Guise, with her mother, crying the 
good tidings about. Nor Avas it till the Parisians Avere 
quite hoarse Avith baAvling, that they discovered their ucav 
position to be a great deal Avorse than the old. For the 
third Henry being (b'ad, the next heir to th(! thi’one Avas 
undoubtedly the Huguenot Henry of Navari’e. Pefore 
the murder of the king, some com])romis(i Avas ahvays 
jtossiblc between him and the League, but noAv, none. 
Worse than this, it Avas very soon discovered that the 
League was divided among themsi lves. For, if the 
lT6arnais were kept out, Avho should come in ? TTiere 
Avere two ]) 0 ssiblc ansAvers to the question. By the 
abolition of the, Salic laAV, the heiress of the croAvn was 
the Infanta Isab( 11a of Spain, datightcir of l^hilip IT. by 
his tliird Avife, Elizabeth, sister to the last three kings. 
Suppose the Salic laAV maintained, and Henry still kept 
out, the nearest heir to the croAvn was, undoubtedly, 
the young Duke of Guise himself.’ The door was 


* The able and ambitious man to whom was due the rise of this 
great house, Claude de Ijorrainc, was the second son of Reno, 
Duke of Lorraine. He married by the order of Francis I. An- 
toinette of Bourbon, in which way lie became connected with the 
royal line. The greatnes's of the house continued to increase till, 
with the murder of Duke Henry by the king, it received a blow 
from which it never recovered. But it had mode alliances with 
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thus set open to intrigues, of all kinds. The Duke of 
Mayenne, uncle of the young duke, was violently op- 
posed to the abolition of the Salic laT^ in the interest 
of himself rather than his nephew, whom he proposed 
to set aside. Philip of Spain did all in his power to 
promote the abolition, throwing out hints of the mar- 
riage of his daughter with a French noble, and even 
offering th.e crown, in this left-handed way, to the 
young duke. And so, when the great council of the 
States met in 1593, they found themselves unable to 
agree upon a 2^olicy, and sc])arated, the cause of the 
League being irreparably injured by their indecision, 
their quarrels, and their personal interests. 

Then, in the midst of the Catholic factions, in a time 
of general hesitation, doubt,* and distrust, when the 
people were weary of war, when they liegan to under- 
stand that Sjjanish intrigues boded no good to France, 
there drop})ed among them all, like a bombshell — the 
“ Satyr e M< ^nippee.” 

The ‘Satyre M6nip])6e,” named in imitation of Varro’s 
kleni})pean Satircis, which were in their turn named 
after that Menipj)us awovSoyfXalot:, who was imitated 
l)y Lucian, describes the meeting of the States of 
1593. 

It begins by introducing a coujde of quacks, one of 
Lorraine and the other of Sjmin (the cardinals of Pel- 
lev6 and Plaisance), retailing in the court of the LomTe 
the celebrated Cat/iolicon of Spain, a drug which has 
the effect of enabling those who take it to commit any 


kings ; it numbered four cardinals in as many generations ; it had 
appropriated to itself all the dignities, honours, and offices possible 
to be gdt ; and it had become powerful enough to shake the throne 
itself. Through Mary Queen of Scots, the danghtfl# of Marie de 
Guise, their blood flows in the veins of our own iViyal family. 
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quantity of crimes and treasons without affecting the 
tranquillity of the conscience and entirely for the good 
of the church. , 

The way thus cleared, we have a description of the 
grand opening procession. First comes the rector of the 
university, late Bishop of Senlis, Roze by name. He 
has put off his rector’s hat, and donned the gown of a 
master of arts, with a bishop’s mantle, a soldier’s gor- 
get, a sword at his side, and a halberd in his hand. 
After him comes an army of curc^s, monks, novices, 
all equipped in similar style, arnmd according to^aint 
Paul’s injunctions. Then follow the leaders of the 
League, each described with the fidtdity of a caricatiire, 
the legate, “vray miroir de parfaite beaut(i,” being 
the ugliest man in the world; Madame de Nemours, 
mother of the Due de Maycnne, grandmother of the 
young Due de Guise, uncertain whc'ther to appear as 
queen-mother or qmicn-grandmotlier ; the l)owager 
Duchess of Montpensier (sister to the Due do Mayenno), 
with a grcim scarf, very dirty from long use; the 
guards, Italian, Spanish, and Walloon, but no French; 
and the .rest. • And so they all go to church, where 
they hear a sermon by Hector Roze on continuing the 
war, ending ap])ropriately Avith the quotation, “ Beati 
pauperes sjaritu.” 

The hall in Avhich the assembly is held is iAre])ared 
so as to be exactly similar to that where Charles VII. 
the dauphin, in 1430 , Avas declared incapable of suc- 
ceeding to his lather’s kingdom, but the tapestry was 
all new, and apparently made with special reference to 
the business in hand. -Thus, near the dais Sertorius 
is represented, dressed * as a Frenchman, among the 
3^Aaniards,about to consult the oracle, and on the other 
side is SpOTtacus, harar^uing his army of slaves, with 
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a flambeau, which he js applying to a temple, and the 
motto : — 

Si aqna non possum, ruinfi exstinguam. 

There were also delineated the fall of Icarus and that 
of PhaetlR)ii, with the sisters of the lattt^r metamor- 
phos(^d into poplars, one of whom, who had brokerriier 
leg by running to helj) her brother, marvellously re- 
sembled tKe Duchess of Montpensiei* (she was lame). 

On* the tapc'.stry near the dais was the history of the 
golden calf, Moses and Aaron being represented by 
Henry 111. and the Cardinal of Bourbon, and the calf 
having the lineaments of the late Duke of Cuise. 

The next piece represented the entry of John, Duke 
of Burgundy, into Paris, and the Parisians all singing 
“ iVoel.” 

Among the otluT pieces AV(!re the history of Absalom, 
who drove his father out of Jerusalem, all the faces 
being those of Leaguers; the feats and treacheries of 
the Bedouin and the Assassins, among them bciaring a 
portrait of Henry III. being stabbed by a dissolute 
monk, out of whose mouth come the words “C’est 
renfer qui m’a cr6(S;* the battles of Senlis, Aigues, and 
Ivry, Avith a dance of peasants in a corner singing a 
song : — 

Reprenoiis la dansp, 

Aliens, e’est assez : 

Lo prbitenips commence, 

Les rojs sont passez. 

Un roy soul demeure ; 

Les sots sont chassez : 

Fortune a ceste lieure 
Tons aux pots eassez. 


* This is one of the happiest anagrams ever made. It is quite fairly 
formed from Frere Jacques Clement. 
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The assembly having entered, the places are allotted 
to them by a herald, without prejudice to any future 
claims of precedence. The speech in which he addresses 
each in turn with a personality, a satirical remark, or a 
sneer, is one of the best things in the book, but it cannot 
be quoted without a dozen pages of notes to explain 
th^^allusions. And at last we get to the speeches 
which were delivered. 

Imagine, it' you can, in the Houses of Parliament, 
for one night only, the customary forms and figures of 
speech abandoned, and each speaker in turn confessing 
all his failures and exposing his secret soul, the base- 
ness of his motives, the littleness of his ambition, the; 
narrowness of his vision, the ])overty of his imagination, 
the extent of his ignorance, the selfishness of his mea- 
sures. Or suppose, because our legislators are mostly 
respectable country gentlemen, who would only betray 
the narrowness of their information, and their intense 
desire to protect property, that some enemy, one who 
.knew every detail of their private life and was certain 
to spare no weakness, to exaggerate folly into vice, and 
feebleness to imbecility — were to do this for them ; and 
then, putting yourself back to a time of bitter enmities, 
when there are no rules of courtesy in ])amphlcteering, 
try to imagine what would be the result, and you will 
have the “ Satyre M4uipp4e.” 

The proceedings are opened b_y the Duke of Mayenne. 
I propose to give a few extracts from the speeches 
as they follow, so as to show not only the manner of 
the satire, but the good sense that underlies the whole. 
The duke begins ; — 

You are all witnesses here, how, ever since I took np arms for 
the League, I have ever preferred ray own private interest to tho 
cause of God, who can indeed very well protect Himself without me, 
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and I can say with perfect truth, that I was not so much outraged by 
the murder of my brothers as I was stimulated to follow in their 
footsteps. . . . You know how in my expedition to Gujenne, I 
failed utterly, and only succeeded in carrying away a girl, the 
heiress of Caumont, whom I destined for my own son. . . . Then you 
know how I undertook no important siege, or any great exploit, in 
order to reserve myself • entirely for my Catholic designs. . . . And 
you all saw how quickly I hastened to you, and how the divine in^ira- 
tion descended on the Sorbonne, by the help of my cousin thewon- 
stable of JBourbon. Henc|^ have proceeded all our splendid ex- 
ploits of war : hence the thousands of holy martyrs, dead by the 
sword, by hunger, lire, rage, despair, and other violences, for the 
cause of the sacred union. . . . Hence the ruin and demolition of 
so many churches and monasteries. . . . Hence all the sack and 
pillage which our bravo soldiers, free archers, and novices had 
carried on in town and village. • . . Hence so many maidens vio- 
lated, and so many young monks and priests debauched. In short, 
the prompt and jealous decree of the Sorbonne, passed after drink- 
ing, is the sole cause of all this direct interposition of Heaven, and 
so, by our own diligence, wo have turned this kingdom of France, 
wliich was once a delightful garden full of all kinds of abundance, 
into a vast universal cemetery, full of lovely painted crosses, biers, 
gallows, and gibbets. ... 

Read the books of Josephus on the wars of the Jews — they were 
very much like our own — and tell me whether the zealots Simon and 
John ever had more inventions and subtleties to persuade the people 
of Jerusalem to die of hunger, than I myself have invented to kill* 
a hundred thousand with the same death in this my city of Pans, 
even to making the mothers devour their own children, as was done 
in the sacred city. ... A hundred times have I violated my own 
oath, sworn to ifly private friends and relatives, in order to arrive at 
what I want myself, and my cousin the Duke of Lorraine, as well as 
the Duke of Savoy, could acknowledge the truth of this. . > . As to 
public fxith, I have always considered that my exalted rank put 
mo above it, and the prisoners whoi# I have made pay ransom 
againsf^my promise, or the composition they made with me, can re- 
proach me with nothing, because 1 have always had absolution from 
my chaplain and confessor. ... We see the people crying after peace, 
a ^hing which we ought to fear more than death, and I would a 
hundred times rather l)eoome a Turk or a nun, always by the grace 
and permission of our most holy father the Pope, than see those 
heretics sit down and enjoy their own, which you possess. . . . 
Lei us die, let us die rather than come to that : a glorious sepulture 
is the ruia of a kingdom like ours, under which we must be buried 
unless* we can s'bmehow climb out of it. Never did man, high placed 
as I myself in France, come down except by force ; ‘there are many 
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ways of getting into power like mine: there is but one way out of it 
— death. 

After the Lieutenant conies the Legate. He begins 
in Italian, goes on to dog-Latin, and finishes in Italian. 
TIis speech is very short : — 

And now I will go on to tell you the sum and toial of my lega- 
tion, which is taken from St. Matthew, chap. x. : “ Think not that 
I am come to bring peace into the wo^, I am not come to send 
peace, but the sword.’^ For I have notnmg in my dl'ders and secret 
instructions except to exhort you to battle and war; and in every 
way to hinder you from treating of reconciliation and peace between 
yourselves. . . . The other point which I have to bring before you 
is the election of a good Catholic prince, the family of the Bour- 
bons being entirely set aside as heretical altogether, as a favourer 
of heretics ; and I know that you would do a most grateful thing to 
our lord the Pope, as well as to my benefactor the most Christian 
and Catholic King of Spain and to many other countries, if you 
were to confer the duchy of Brittany upon liis daughter and the 
kingdom of France upon some other prince of his family, whom she 
might choose for her husband. . . . 

“I forgot to tell you of an excellent piece of news I have just re- 
ceived. His Holiness excommunicates all cardinals, archbishops, 
and bishops, abbes, priests and monks, who declare for tho king, 
whether they bo Catholics or not. And so that there may be no dif- 
ference between French and Spanish, tho Holy Father will arrange 
for the French to have the scrofula tho same as tho Spaniards, and 
to become swaggerers and liars like them. Further, plenary in- 
dulgence to all good Catholics, Lorrainers or*Spaniards or French, 
who will kill their fathers, brothers, cousins, noighboui’s, princes of 
the blood, and political heretics in this truly Christian work, up to tho 
three hundred thousand years of pardon. . . . And, for my sake, 
do make a king. I care not if you elect the Devil himself, provided 
he become tho servant and feudatory of the Pope, and of the Catho- 
lic king by whose means I have been made a cardinal. . . . But - 
above all, take particular care not to say a word about a truce or a 
peace, or the sacred college will renounce Christ. Ego me vobia 
iterum commendo. Valete. 

The Legate is followed by the Cardinal de Pellev^, 
also in the interests of Spain. His speech is more 
elaborate than his predecessor’s, but in the same key. 
Speaking of the King of Spain and his pretensions, he 
says : — 
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Bo not imagine that this excellent king sends you so many am- 
bassadors, and makes the Pope send you these legates of his, with 
any other intention than to make you believe how catholicly he 
loves you ; and you may possibly think that he who is lord of so 
many kingdoms, that ho cannot, as Charlemagne did for his 
monasteries, count them with the letters of the alphabet, and is so 
rich that ho does not know what to do with his treasures, would be 
likely to trouble himself about so small a mafter as the Jcingdom of 
France. Why, all Europe is not equal to one of those countiios of 
his conquered fijpm the savages. . . . llis treatment of the Nether- 
lands and the new world ought to be enough to assure you that he 
no more thinks of doing any mischief than an old monkey, and even 
if ho were to cause you all to perish by fire, shell, and famine, would 
you not bo happy indeed, in finding yourselves sciited in Paradise, 
above the confessors and patriarchs, and laughing at the Huguenots 
whom you would sec beneath you roasting and boiling in the caldrons 
of Lucifer ? Die, gentlemen, whenever you please. We have plenty 
of Africans, Moors, Walloons, and Italian brigands to take your place. 
Kill, massacre and burn everything ; the Legate will pardon 
everything; the Lieutenant will confess every tiling; the Duke of 
Aumalc will arrange everything ; Monsieur de Lyon will seal every- 
thing ; and Monsieur Maslran will sign everything. As father 
confessor I shall serve you and Fi*ance too, provided she has 
the sense to die a Catholic, and make the Spaniards and Lor- 
rainers her heirs in general and particular, assuring you, after the 
Legate, that your souls will not have to pass through the fires of 
purgatory, being already sufliciently purged by the fires which wo 
have lighted in the four comers of the kingdom for the Holy 
Virgin, and by the ftists, abstinences, and penances which wc are 
going to make you undergo, 

I pass over the speech of Monsieur de Lyon, Arch- 
bishop d’E8])inac, Avhich is more savage than any which 
precedes, because it offers little or nothing new. 
D’Esjnnac had at least conviction, as he proved by dying 
of grief when Henry IV. made himself master of Paris. 

We come to the oration, by Nicolas Rapin, of the Rec- 
tor Roze. This is, in my own opiuTonTThe most perfect 
oration of all, except the serious one by Pierre I’ithou. 
Pedantry, self-conceit, bigotry, cruelty, all the vices 
that ecclesiastical partizanship produces are paraded 
Tkere. He speaks of the desolation of the university 
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caused by the war. All, he says, is changed. There 
are no more disputations in Latin, no more acting df 
the classical di'ania, no more printing, bookselling, lec- 
turing, or teaching. 

Thanks to the Holy League, and to you, M. le Lieutenant, the 
butter-sellers of Vanves, the ruffians of Montrouge, the vine-dressers 
of St. Cloud, the cobblers of Yillejuive, and other Catholic districts, 
are become masters of arts, bachelors, principals, presidents, 
and scholars of colleges, regents of classes, and *philosophers so 
acute that now ihey dispute de inventlonCj and learn every day ay tc- 
with no other teacher than you, M. lo Lieutenant, to 
decline and die with hunger reynlan^ ... You are the cause of 
all this, M. le Lieutenant: not tliat we have done nothing by our 
decrees and preachments. But it is you, I say, who have really 
defiled and defamed this eldest daughter and disowned of Fmnce, this 
modest virgin, this comely damsel, this pearl of pearls, this lily of 
Paris, so that all other universities make scoff and laugh at her, et 
versa est in oj^jirohrlum gentium. 

He goes on to talk about the kingdom, and recom- 
mends plans by which the secret ambition of all the 
leaders may be satisfied. Nothing more cynical was 
every written. . 

And, M. de Guise, believe me — ^and you will believe a fool — do 
better than this : obtain from the Holy Fathers a new crusade and 
go regain your fair realm of Jerusalem, which belongs to you by 
I’ight of your grand-uncle Godfrey, as well as Sicily and Naples. How 
many palms and Y^phies wait for you ! How many sceptres and 
crowns are preparing for you ! Leave this miserable kingdom of 
France to whoever will take charge of it : it is not worth your con- 
sideration, born as you are for universal empire. . . . And you, M. 
le Lieutenant, what do you propose doing ? You are fat and stuffed 
out ; you are heavy and sickly, your head is big enough to carry a 
crown, but you say you don’t want it • . . and if we were to elect 
you king, you would have still to do with the Beamais, who knows 
a thousand tricks, and who never sleeps except when he likes and 
just as lotig as he likes : he will become a Catholic, as he threatens, 
and draw over to his side all the powers of Italy and Germany. . . 
Think of it ... It is all very well to make yourself out a king, 
but if you blow yourself up as big as you please, like the frog, you 
will never be so great a lord as he. But I will tell you what you 
may do, you may become an abbe : there is not a king going but 



150 


LA 8ATYBE MENIFPEE. 


wonld make yon prior of Cluny, which belongs to yonr own honse. 
• . , And as to electing a king, I give my voice to Guillot Fagotin, 
churchwarden of Gentilly, a good vine-dresser, a worthy man, who 
sings well and knows the service by heart. . . • I have read in that 
great and divine philosopher, Plato, that those kingdoms are happy 
where the philosophers are kings, and the kings philosophers. Now 
I know that for three years this excellent churchwarden, with his 
family and his cows, has been meditating philosophy day and night 
in the hall of our college,* where for more than two hundred years 
we have disputed philosophy and Aristotle and all sorts of moral 
books ; and it is impossible that the worthy man should have 
slept, dreamed and slumbered so many days and nights between 
those philosophical walls, where so many learned lessons have been 
given, and so many splendid discourses delivered, without some- 
thing penetrating into his brain, just as happened to the poet Hesiod 
when lie slept upon Mount Parnassus. Wherefore I stick to my 
opinion and give my voice that Guillot Fagotin, the churchwarden 
of Gentilly, bo elected king as well as any other. 

Ho is followed by the Sieur de Rieux, put forward to 
represent the nobility. This was one of the shrewdest 
ideas of the book, the speaker being little better than a 
mere brigand, not of noble blood at all, and owing his 
advancement to nothing but his own courage. He was 
guilty of every crime, he was taken prisoner the year 
after this assembly of the States, and hanged, in spite 
of his rank, as a common robber. In his speech he 
congratulates himself uj)on being chosen to speak for 
the nobility, having been promoted by special and 
Divine favour from the post of simjde'assistant commis- 
sary to the rank of gentleman and the office of governor 
of a fortress. As for the jwople, he knows how to treat 
them : — 


I know plenty of devices to bring them to reason : I tie whip- 
cord round their foreheads: I hang them by the arms; I warm 


* During the siege the peasants drove in their flocks and stabled 
them wherever they coul^ in the empty halls of colleges, among 
other places. 
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their feet with a red-hot shovel : I put them in irons : I shut them 
up in the oven : I enclose them in a box half full of water : I truss 
them up like roast fowls ; I flog them with stirrup leathers : I salt 
them : I starve them : I have a thousand pleasant methods to draw 
out the quintessence of their purses and to have their substance, so 
as to make them and all theirs for ever mere vagabonds and 
rogues. . . . 

As for making a king, make me, and you will do well. I will 
abolish all this rubbish of justice : I will suppress all these ser- 
jeaiits, proeureurs, commissaries, and councillors, except only my 
own friends : you will hoar no more talk about soizuros, execution, 
bailiffs and paying debts : you shall all be as comfortable as rats in 
straw. Think it over, and be very well assured that 1 shall be as 
good a king as any other. 

And then folloAvs the speech of M. D’Aubray. Here 
the burlesque suddenly ends, and the discourse is sober, 
serious, and sad, M. D’Aubray pointing out what is in 
reality the state of Paris and of the country; he shows 
that for the restoration of order only one thing is pos- 
sible, the restoration of the lawful king; he points to 
the starving peojde, the haggard children clinging to 
their haggard mothers, the very soldiers hardly strong 
enough to crawl, and the wretched food which is reck- 
oned a luxury; he takes a short view of the events 
which have led to this misery, an ahrige which is re- 
markable above all for its judicial lucidity: and he 
reproaches his auditors with their unnatural dealings 
with a national enemy. It is a long, laboured, and per- 
fectly serious appeal to the nation to return to good 
sense; there is nothing in it which need be quoted 
now, because it is all so serious, and is chiefly valuable as 
a contribution to history. The man who wrote it is 
truly admirable, if only for the dispassionate way in 
which he marshals his evidence and puts his points. 
He feels strongly, but he lets his passion be felt, and 
not expressed — and this, perhaps, is the truest form of 
eloquence. When invective fails, and sarcasm has 
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falli^n unnoticed, the bare and honest truth, set forth 
in plain words, is the next weapon. Such is the Satire. 
Who were the writers of it? 

The idea is due to Pierre Le Roy, canon of Rouen, 
and secretary to the Cardinal dc Bourbon, lie it was 
who sketched out the whole and wrote the opening 
scenes. The thing was talked over in the house of one 
Gillot, clerk to the parliament, where afterwards Boi- 
leau was born. Gillot, a canon of the Sainte-Chapelle, 
held regular rmnions at his hoiise Avhere a little knot 
of scholars and poets assembled, the good canon de- 
lighting himsedf Avith taking doAvn notes of the conver- 
sation and good things. He Avrote, also, Avorks which 
still stand on some sludves, and are said by those Avho 
liaA'e looked into them, to contain a vast quantity of 
learning. 

One of the most active collahorateurs was Nicolas 
Rapin, Avht) served the cause of Henry with the sword 
at Jvry, as well as, later, Avith his pen. He it was who 
Avrote the sj)eech of the Rector Roze. Second-rate 
scholar, third-rate poet, father of an immense family, 
Rapin had a busy and stormy life. He wrote an im- 
mense quantity of verse both in Latin and French; in 
the latter, he took part in the celebrated “ Flea ” collec- 
tion — translations from Horace, odes, epigrams, epistles, 
all that an accomplished ]x)et can do. Truly this 
sixteenth century loaded the earth with more than its 
fair share of literature, and sad it must be for the shade 
of Rapin the voluminous, that he is only remembered now 
by his single contribution to the “ Satyre M4uipp4e.” 
He, too, so anxious about his glory, and going out of 
the Avorld in the most beautiful and swanlike manner, 
dictating Latin verses to his son. 

A much greater genius, and also a busy and active 
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bookworm, is Jean Passerat, who wrote most of these 
verses for the “ Satyre.” After spending his youth in 
running away from school and doing all those things 
which are abhorrent to the model boy, he suddenly 
took it into his head to become a scholar, and laboured 
till the day of his death, the usual sixteen hours a day 
which were then thought necessary to produce a Latin- 
ist. Like Rapin, he produced an enormous quantity of 
Latin verse — it makes the brain stagger to think of the 
miles of hexameters these men wrote and printed, ])oor 
children of thought consigned to oblivion as soon as 
born — and he also managed to find time for some 
exceedingly j)leasant light verse in his native tongue. 
He even contrived in spite of the influences of his 
friends, the poets of the Pleiad, to kecj) a style of his 
own. A great part of his jjoetry is erotic, though we are 
given to understand that hewas never in love, being, like 
Alain Charticr and Eustache Deschamps, as he writes 
of himself, too ugly I'or love. He was short of stature, 
one eye gone altogether and the other giving little 
light, with a red face and an enormous great nose. 
Men mth great noses have before this been certainly 
mai’ried and therefore, presumably, loved ; at least one 
sijpposcs so — ^but perhaps Passerat’s sensitiveness as 
to his personal defects was based upon ignorance of the 
female sex. 

He was a great admirer of Rabelais, which does him 
infinite credit, and he even wrote a voluminous commen- 
tary upon him which remained unpublished. Like the 
Master, Passerat was fond of wine, which perhaps ex- 
plains the magnitude and redness of his nose. 

His strains are chiefly on the one theme of which my 
Frenchmen arc never tired. From beginning to end 
it is the same refrain : — 
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Gather ye roses while ye may, 

Old Time is still a-flying. 

Occasionally they go off to other motifs^ but they 
return. Is there anything so sad, to those who love 
life, and sunshine, and the light laughter of girls, as to 
feel the. yc'ars slipping by, the end approaching? The 
Frenchman will dare everything, expect everything, 
laugh at everything, except oidy the slow slipping away 
of the golden hours. For he loves them every one. 

Let Jean Passerat chant his little ditty before we go 
on: — 

Wake from sleep, to greet the morn, 

And come away ; 

See, for us once more is bom 
The light of day. 

Vanish’d is the May’s short night, 

And the summer sky is bright 
With cloudless blue ; 

’I’is the very time for love ; 

Migiionue, does the season move 
Thy heart too ? 

llise, and through the wood and glade 
Come with me ; 

Long the birds their songs have made 
From every tree : 

Listen, one outbids them all — 

’Tis the swect-voiced nightingale 
That we hear ; 

Mirthfully he ever sings ; 

Like him leave all troublous things, 

Age draws near. 

Time, who hates our merry ways, 
llis pinions shakes, 

As he flies, our happy days 
With him he takes. 

Sadly, sadly wilt thou say, 

Worn with age, some future day, 

“ Vain was I 

To let the beauty of my face 

Neglected fade, and all the grace 
Of youth pass by.” 
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Scaliger, who hated everybody with any pretensions 
to scholarship, as much as German Orientalists hate each 
other at the present day, said that Passerat had only 
read eight books in his life, and was by no means the 
great man he thought himself, which is quite possible. 
Very few people are. 

The next contributor to the “ Satyre ” is Florept 
Qhrestien, who had once been tutor to Henry IV. 
The l^nest king remembered his old tutor with a growl 
of resentment whenever his name was mentioned, which 
leads one to suspect that the revenues of the Navarre 
Educational Department would not bear the expense of 
a whipping boy. However he gave Chrcsti(Mi a pension, 
which was well merited by the harangue of the Cardi- 
nal PelleviS, his work. 

But the really serious part of the “Satyre” was con- 
tributed by the greate^ man of them all. Pierr e Pit hou 
wrote the harangue of D’Aubray. This remarkable man 
was a Huguenot by birth' and narrowly escaped murder 
on the Bartholomew day. Returning to Paris when the 
storm was over, he abjured and was reconciled to the 
church, a step taken by a great many Huguenots. We 
must remember that the step meant little more than a 
change of jx)litics. 

To men who had no strength of religious conviction, 
one church was just as good as another, and the strong- 
est was of •course the safest. Pithou’s life Avas chiefly 
spent in the elucidation of the canonical law, and he was 
one of the earliest writers Avho maintained the liberties 
of the Gallican church. Besides his law books he found 
time to edit in his leisure moments, the works of Phaj- 
drus and Petronius, the “ Declamations ” of Quintilian, 
the “Pervigilium Veneris,” the “Bordeaux Pilgrim,” 
and so forth, slight dallyings Avith lighter literature, just 
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as Lord Selborne, whei) he is not making laws, copies out 
a psalm, or as Mr. Gladstone, in his leisure moments, con- 
siders a myth. A man of strong solid sense ; one of 
those who live in the present ; a scholar, but no book- 
worm; a conservative lawyer, but no pedant; a clear- 
sighted man, of no enthusiasm; a partisan of order ; and 
one who, above all, saw that men’s whims and notions 
must be humoured and treated sohminly. With this 
view he relieved the consciences of the French l^shops 
by providing them with fifty reasons for giving absolu- 
tion to Henry I Vi 

At the (iiul of tlie Satyre M^ni])p4e,” is a little bit of 
fooling called the Tres{)as de TAsne ” by Gilles Durant, 
Sieur de la llergerie, a superior poet to any of the pre- 
c(‘(ling. He wrote vers de societe^ little love ditties, 
laments for the flight of time. And he sums up his 
philosophy in the following lines: — 

If all we did were guarded still 
(Some writers teach us so) 

By thought of what, for good or ill, 

The future years sliall show : 

’Twerc too much care and thought to spend. 

Too great a load to bear : 

W o live from day to day, my friend, 

And not from year to year. 

Our life with doubtful fate is won, 

AVith doubtful issues flies : 

We know not if to-morrow’s sun 

Will greet our living eyes. ^ * 

AV'hat boots it then to ask of fate 
What loss it gives, what gain ? 

The evil to anticipate, 

And feel too soon the pain ? 

Long live to-day — our own at least : 

Shall we to-moiTow see ? * 

Take what you can of joy^ind feast, 

And let tO-morrow be. 




CiiAn’EK VI IT. 

MATIIURIN IlEGNIER. 

What’s fame ? A fancied life in others’ breath ; 

A thing beyond ns, even before our death. 

Pope. 

ATIRE, as wc have seen, in irregular 
form, then, had always })een plenty in 
Eranco. Poems directly and professedly 
satirical ; the “ Tournoyement de I’Anti- 
christ ” of Iluon de M4ry ; the ITible G uyot ; 
the Sirventes ; the “ Loups ravissants” of Robert Gobin ; 
the celebrated “ Reynard thp Fox;” and the great mass 
of Goliardic verses ; all these were confessedly satirical 
in their aim. Besides which, the mediaeval collection of 
France simply abounds and overflows with satire. 
L’esprit gaulois is beyond evcrythuig satirical, mock- 
ing, irreverent. » But it was not till late in the six- 
teenth century that satire, strictly so called, and in 
imitation of the classics, was revived. It was preceded 
by the epigram, a sort of morning star before the sun, 
of which the great master was unquestionably Mellin 
de Saint Gelais, whose genius passed into a kind of 
proverb. • Ronsard writes, for instance : — 
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Ecarte bien de mon chef 
Tout malheur ot tout mechef ; 

Preserve moy d’mfamie, 

De iouto langue ennemie, 

Et de tout esprit malin ; 

Et fais que devant mon prineo 
Desormais plus ne me piiice 
La tenaille de Mellin. 

At tlic sjiine time first apj>c{i.r(;(l the celebrated Coq- 
h-r<hn' epistles af Marot, which, like all good things, 
were repentec! t'M die very name became nauseous. 
Joachim du Bellay, “ standard-bearer” in the school of 
llonsard, was the first to rjiise his voice against the Coq- 
a-l'cme school of verse. It was indeed Joachim du Bel- 
lay who first wrote a satire according to the rules — that 
is, in imitation of Horace. Its motif is the road to suc- 
cess lor a court poet. , It possesses humour, subtlety, 
and that charm of language which peculiarly distin- 
guishes the last and best of tlm great Du Bellay family. 
Here is a piece of it : — 

Thou, reader, who wouldst loam the pathway short, 

By which to rank among the wits of court, 

No longer rack thy brain, no longer dream 
Of Muses, and that over sacred stream 
Made by the heel of Pegasus : but heed 
The way I teach thee — so shalt thou succeed. 

And first, act not as some, with feeble aim, 

Doom’d still to fail, striving for Pind^^r's fame ; 
lly not like Horace thou, but take a course 
Where thy more simple nature lends thee force ^ 

Care not for controversy ; whether Art 
Or Nature more her help to verse impart 
Inquire not thou : enough for thee to know 
That at the court they care not. Onward go, 

Guided by instinct, art and le,aming scant — 

,To bow and cringe the only SH to want — 

Soi^e little tinkling sonnet — hand It round, 

^ *Same chanson with no merit but the sound, 

^ /Some rondeau with a ballad spliced has proved 
. tJSyine to those whom Iliads had not moved.* 
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Leave all the antiquated Latin rules, 

What use are thej in our French modern schools ? 

The court thy Virg-il and thy Homer make — 

The court whence all their inspiration take. 

* * * 

Another point mark well : success is thine, 

If thou hast team’d the noblest art — to dine. 

Here a nice conduct, here a wise parade 
Of wit and learning, will thy fortune aid: 

Be ready with the repartee and jest, 

Preserve a commonplace for every guest. 

Pass over what you know not ; what you know 
Even from an hour’s refuting, ke(*p for show. 

It is the first regular satire iii th(! language, and is, 
pt'rhaps, a little too fine. Remember that Du Bellay 
Avas above all tied and bound by the rules of those 
“ Latins et Crdgeois,” aAvay from Avbom he thought there 
was no safety, so that his advice to his own school Avould 
have read like the highest kind of' irony. Ilis satire, 
appeared about the ye,ar 1550. In 1572 Avas ])uhlished 
another, Avritteu by Du Verdier, called “ Lcs Omouimes, 
satire des nimurs corrompues de ce siech^.” It is, so far as 
1 have learned — t’or I am only acqnaintcid Avith it at 
second-hand — simply unreadabh;, being Avritten in ?Tmes 
liquivoqxies.'- 

Thefollowingyear saAvthc “Courtisan Iietir6”of Jean 

^ It will save the trouble of explaining wbat this poetical tour do 
force means, to give a few lines. 

Centre luxurieux plus qu’un Faiine ou Satyre, 

J e vonloy d^bacquer par cuisante satire ; 

J’avoy fait mon project reciter en dix vers 
Les abuB, les malheurs, los affaires divers 
Qui en ccs troubles sont renversez dessous France 
Dont le peuple est r^duit en extreme souffrance. 

Et rfy a den etats nuls cjui n’aillent disans 
Quo e’est par trop souffert d’avoii;^souffcrt dix ans. 

Could not something penal be done with writers such as these ? 
A year’s solitary imprisonment, for instance, with Du Verdier as solo 
companion, would be disagreeable enough to deter from any crime. 
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de la Taille. In 1586 Gabriel Bounyn wrote a “Satire 
au roy contre les rdpublicains.” In 1593 appeared, as 
Ave have seen, that perfectly original work, the “ Satyre 
Mdiiipp^e.” About the same time Vauquelin, whose 
Avorkswere only published in 1612, Avrote an “Art Pod- 
tique ” and Imlt-a-dozcn satires, calling on poets to imi- 
tate Horace. 

And then came the king of French satirists, Ma- 
TinnuN Regnijer. lie was not, of course, alone, but, like 
Shakespeare, Molierc, and all great leaders, he is of no 
school. Only facile j^inceps^ like them.'*. Thus, his friends 
and contemj)oraries Avrote satires, all of Avhich have 
perished. Forquevaux Avrote sixteen. Ganiste Avrote 
one called “ Les Atoraes.” D’Aubignd, ancestor of Ma- 
dame de Maintenon, Avrote half-a-dozen on the evils 
of civil war, Avhich appear to have; been rather a faithful 
description than satires. Among them is a portrait of 
that immcasxxrably worthless scamp, Henry III. The 
j)oet is describing the sons of Catherine : — 

Tlie third was better skill’d in woman’s gauds, 

And all their changes, skill’d, too, in the frauds 
And subtleties of love ; with shaven chin, 

With pale face, with a woman s gait and mien 
So closely matched, that at a courtly feast 
The shameless creature like a woman dress’d : 

Ills long hair looped with pearl-cmbroider’d bows ; 

A new Italian bonnet with long rows 
Of gems and double peaks, and hanging lace ; 

Bedaub’d with rouge and plaster was his face ; 

Powder’d his head, each woman’s art bestow’d, 

Till like some shameless painted quean he show’d. 

, Mathurin Regiiier, the eldest son of a respectable 
bourgeois of Chartres, and nepheAv of the poet Des- 
poi-tes, AA'as born in the year 1573. His father, with an 
eye to the uncle, the possesspr of &any rich benefices, 
“ tonsured ” him, after the curipus custom, of the time, 
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at eleven years of age. The boy quickly compre- 
hended the situation. His uncle was rich and a poet. 
Why could not he, too, be a poet, and consequently rich? 
Many young men have made this disposition of them- 
selves for the future, but few have been able to carry 
it into effect ; for to be a poet, and to grow rich by the 
proceeds of one’s poetry, are withheld from most. 
Fortunately, however, for poets, this was a time when 
they were in clover, for the demand actually exceeded 
the supj)ly, and for a hundred and fifty years to come, 
if a man could write tolerable verse, he was certain of 
a pension, and could probably reckon on a few fat liv- 
ings. The same sort of thing is remarkable now-a-days, 
though to a less degree, as regards novtdists. Regnier, 
therefore, began to write verses, and at twenty years 
of age got the protection of the Cardinal dc Joyeuse, 
with whom he went to Rome, staying there for eight 
years, not much to liis own hapi^iness, for he sj>eaks of 
this time with the bitterness of a disappointed man : — 

I left my home, and happy in my dreams. 

Full of the strength of youth and lofty aims, 

A eourtier in a prelate’s train I fared, 

And countless dangers in his service dared. 

My mind, my very self I had to change. 

Drink vrarm, oat cold, and sleep on pallets strange. 

All day, all night, to follow in his train 
I gave my liberty ; for all my pain, 

The right to be his slave at church, at board ; 

Happy, if sometimes I might please my lord. 

He finds out at last, he says, that fidelity is no great 
revenue, and returns disappointed to France. But he 
returns to Rome again in the service of the Duke de 
Bethune. Two years after he comes home again, thirty 
years of age, poor as ever, disappointed and discon- 
tented. 

M 
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TLis time he took refuge with his uncle, the poet Des- 
portes, at the time the foremost man of letters, so far ak 
influence Went, in France. Tallemant dcs R^aux tells 
one or two stories of this part of his life. Desportes was 
a man to whom young poets brought their pieces for his 
reading and judgment. On one occasion he gave a 
poem written by a young advocate to his nephew to 
read for him. The work contained in one place the 
line — 

Je bride icj mon Apollon. 

Regnier read no further, luit wrote in the margin — 

Fanfc avoir Ic eerveau bien vide 
Pour brider des Muses le roj ; 

Lcs dieux ne portent point de bride, 

Mais bien les asnes comine toy. 

When Desportes, who had not even looked at it, gave 
the manuscript back to the author, he complimented him 
on the admirable things it contained. Of course, the poet 
discovered the annotation of the scholiast, and returned 
in a furious rage, complaining of the way in which 
he ha^ been treated, so that Desjx)rtes was obliged 
to confess the whole business. 

On another occasion occurred the celebrated quarrel 
of Malherbe with Regnier and his uncle. Regnier had 
invitcid Malherbe to dinner. He came late, and found 
that they had not waited for him, which annoyed him. 
However, Dc’sportes treated him with great civility, 
and informed him that he proj)osed presenting ^im with 
a copy of his “ Psalms,” just then completed. Me even 
rose from his scat and offered to go up-stairs at once 
and get the book. Malherbe, the most disagreeable of 
men, rudely replied that it was not worth the trouble; 
that he had already seen the “ Psalms,” and that, on 
the whole, he preferred the poet’s soup. The rest of 
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the dinner was, as might fairly be expected, conducted 
in a frigid silence, and Malherbe never afterwards spoke 
to Desportes or Regnier. It is very curious to note how, 
in that age of ceremonious politeness, the rudest things 
were sometimes said and done, things a gi’cat deal worse 
than ever hapj)en noAv, even though one knows that 
there will be no challenging, no kicking, and no boxing 
of ears. Regnier never forgave Malherbe. It is of him 
and of his school that ho writes in his ninth satire — 

As for their leftrning, why it just extends 
To scratch a word which here and there offends : 

To see their pedant prosody obeyed ; 

Tliat following rhymes bo short or long instead ; 

Watch that ono vowel meet no vowel next 
So that the delicate car catch up the text. 

But leaving all the Muses’ aid beside, 

No noblo spur pricks up their poot-pride ; 

Feebly they creep, and with inventions stale 
Eke out the dull, correct, and feeble tale. 

If it had been Boileau, he would have ended by a sort 
of direct explanation of the whole passage — 

Like Malherbe slumber, aud like Malherbe crawl — 

or some such line, to point the verse and make the 
whole quite clear to the meanest capacity. But we are 
not yet arrived at the age of personalities. Regnier 
attacks a school whose master he hates ; but he does 
not permit himself the pleasure of personal invective. - 
Later on, his animosity to the disciples of Malherbe 
took aoform sufficiently real and ’ pronounced, for he 
challenged Maynard, the writer of so many epigrams, 
odes, and chansons, to a duel. Maynard, not remark- 
able for courage, but not daring to refuse, informed the 
Count de Clermont-Leduc of the approaching combat, 
and begged him to appear in time and separate them. 
When the time came, the Count was there, true to his 
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word; but he hid himself behind a tree. Poor May- 
nard made a thousand excuses to prolong the time — 
quarrelled about the length of the swords, took half an 
hour to pull off his boots, found his shoes too tight ; 
at last, when the fight could no longer be postponed, 
he mournfully took the sword in his hand, and — the 
Count a])peared. *>But it was too late for Maynard, 
who gave up pretending any longer, and apologized ab- 
jectly to Regnier, reserving his wrath for the Count, 
whom he overwhelmed with reproaches. It was not 
the only duel fought by Regnier, who was as handy 
with his sword as with his pen ; that fought with Rer- 
thelot, for instance, is commemorated in a poem printed 
with his works. . 

Regnier died at the age of thirty-nine, in the very 
flower and prime of his powers. The only lacts of his 
life are those which 1 have told, besides one or two not 
so edifying as we might wish. 

Of French satirists after the manner of the ancients, 
there are but two woi’thy of consideration — R(^gnier 
and Boiloau. Of the two, the former seems to me in- 
comparably the superior. • Why, I will set forth after- 
wards. Jjet me first try to give a clear idea of the 
worth of this little read and almost forgotten poet. 

The little volume of his collected works contains 
seventecn^^ satires, two or three elegies, with a few odes, 
ballads, songs, e})igiams; dialogues, and short pieces, 
which we may leave aside altogether. They offejj|liothing 
that calls for any serious remark, being neither better 
nor worse than the common-place poetry in vogue at 
the time. It is in the satires that we look to find 
Regnier himself. 

To begin with, they are ca^t, like all satires, in the 
mould' of Horace and Juvenal. They describe the 
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same types, the miser, the man with a hobby, the bore, 
and all the rest of them. There are the appeals of a 
sham indignation, the outcries of a simulated fury, the 
contempt of a pretended scorn, that we know so Avell 
and detest so bitterly. Surely of all shams, the worst 
is a sham indignation.^ How poor, how used up and 
common-place it ap])ears to be when •\ve read : — 

O debilo raison ! ou cst ores ta bride ? 

Oil ce flambeau qui sert aux personnes de guide ? 

Con ire les passions li*op foible est ton sceours, 

Et souvent, courtisane, aprea elles tu eoiirs, 

Et, savouraiit Pappas qui ion ame ensoreelle, 

Tu ne via qiPa son goust et ne vois quo par elle. 

And have we not read, how many times have we not 
read, the lament of a ])ast age? 

Fathers of bygone years, your lives a jiago 

Worthy of envy by this mocking age 

(Did there yet linger aught of good and true), 

Look down and say what things we seem to you. 

In you;* time virtue, simple, pure, austere. 

Followed its nature guileless and severe. 

* * * * 

>4 

Her lamp tlirew round your path a splendo\jr clear, 
Which left no room for doubt, no place for fear ; 

And without thought of gain in other sense, 

She was herself your prize and recompense. 

We follow other gods, our virtue now, 

Perfumed and plastered, taught to dance and bow, 

Spends at the ball long nights, and seeks to move 
By arts eflieminate a woman’s love ; 

Rides at the chacc a noble horse to death. 

Or at the quintain tilts till out of breath, 

Kew feats gymnastic studies and invents, 

Equal at arts of toilette and of fence, 

Contrives new ballets, sings the latest air, 

And writes the prettiest verses for the fair, 

Affects all learning, prates of critic’s rules. 

And rates at equal value wise and fools. 

It seems to me as if this sort of generalized satire is 
the easiest thing in the world to do, and the most use- 
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less when done. To be sure we have become accus- 
tomed to it, and Regnier began the thing, so that it had 
in his time the novelty of freshness. 

He aimed, you see, at imitation. He wanted to apply 
the Horatian method to modern times. Instead of 
Lucilius, Horace, Persius, and Juvenal, we are to 
have Desportes and Regnicr : the Louvre and the 
Pont-Neuf stand for the Porum: and the names and 
dresses being changed, all is to be as before. There is 
the pedant, as we have said, the bad poet, the bore, the 
banquet, the declamations against the vices of the world, 
the confession of his own habits and opinions. We 
have them all. You may find them, as well, in Boileau, 
Po])e, and everybody (dse, though Regnier has the 
great credit of being the first. Bearing in mind, there- 
fore, that his nund was imbued with Juvenal and 
Horace, that he imitates openly, that his chief and only 
pride is to present the Latin satirist as a Frenchman 
of his own age, it is absurd to hunt about for places 
where he has copied “beauties,” as they used to say, 
not his own, and imitations which are merely plagi- 
arisms. Let us admit all these, and then, finding things 
that are not in Horace, and yet are good, let us be 
thankful, and read them with real pleasure. 

His sixth satire turns upon the tyranny of honour, 
and while it has a certain Latin air, a reminiscence of 
Roman inspiration, there is yet some freshness about 
it. It, begins by a complaint that his soul is bjjp*thcned 
with a ,Aveight heavy enough to break the back of a 
paclvhorse : 

Tin not because I see on every side 

Folly the monarch ; avarice and pride 

In churchmen ; justice hawked about for sale ; 

The innocent oppressed, righteous fail } 
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The council swayed by private interest, 

And him who spends the mosj^ esteemed the best ; 

All this I know, but yet another ill 
Afflicts my soul, more universal still. 

Would I were king for generations twain,* 

Then would I banish, not to return again, 

Banish, and never suffer to recall, 

Honour, whose moTistrous fetters bind us all, 

Who troubles eyes that else might clearly see, 

Throwing a glamour on all things that be ; , 

Who ruins nature, and when things are best, 

Steps in to mar the joy, and spoil the feast. 

After tliLs, we get the inevitable golden age, for which 
you may read Ovid’s ‘‘Metamorphoses,” or Jean de 
i\Ieung (see p. 05), or, in fact, almost every poQt who ever 
lived. Thank Heaven! the golden age seems pretty 
well pass(id away and played out by this time, never, I 
trust, to be revived again. 

He forgets his Horatian imitations, and goes back to 
Ovid, when he speaks of himself and his sins : * — 

No law restrains my passionate soul, no chain 
Of destiny, no bar of will, no rein, 

Tfigood self-blinded, drifting into ill ; 

Reason is powerless, argue what it will. 

Of my own choice, the sin, the error mine, 

My eyes I bandage while the sun doth shine, 

Choosing the worse because I love it more, 

My sorrow only that the sin is o’er. 

A thousand voices teJJ me, love is joy ; 

A thousand beauties do my love employ, 

And musing here and there, each day I prove 
In every woman something new to love.'’ 

After which, revelations which we need not translate. 
He returns again to the subject, one of which he was 

^ Rabelais : “ Hon ! que ne suis-je roy de France pour quatre- 
vingts on cent ans ! ” 

^ See Ovid, “ Amores,’' el. iv. § ii. 

^ Non est certa meos quag forma invitet amores ; 

Centum sunt causes our ego semper amem. 
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only too coinj^etent to speak, with more perhaps of 
wordly pride than of i^fepentaiice : 

If reason foods on failure, if our cyos 

Gain strength from loss, ’tis time that T was wise ; 

From all my labours lost this lesson prove, 

And by experience know the art of love. 

After so many hard campaigns endured. 

And from the pains of fifty passions cured. 

After those wars renewed by day and night, 

A veteran wairior I wage the fight. 

As some old soldier, locks grown grey in arms, 

Unnerved no more by fears and vain alarms, 

Calmly surveys the battle, till at length 
He now opposes stratagem to strength ; 

So I, who know each move the game can give, 

My happiness by artifice confrivc ; 

Not running here and there like some young fool, 

Led by caprice, but guided by this rule, 

The more you force, the loss you make your way. 

And women, cunning, more than strength obey ; 

Only wait watchful, till some lucky hour 
The careless enemy place within your power. 

All men arc slaves : — 

Au joug nous sommes nez, ot n’a jamais oste 
Homme (ju’en ait vu vi'^re en plaiiic liberto. 

Mankind may be all told off into classes, the distinc- 
tions of which arc clear and defined. Satirists are 

always very decided on tliis point : — 

• 

Le soldat aujourdhny no resvo qiie la gloire: 

Ell paix lo laboureur veut cultivcr la terre : 

L^avaro n’a plaisir qu’en scs doubles ducats ; 

L’amant juge sa dfuno un chef d’ceuvre icy has. 

Had Rcgiiier lived ili these days, he would have 
found a decided objection to 2)arade the jirofessional 
jargon at off-times. The lawyer does not talk law; 
our soldiers may perhaps dream of glory, but they keep 
their dreams to themselves ; the labourer prefers the 
beershop to the liaj^py fields ; and the modem lover. 
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unless he is under five-and-twenty, an age at which our 
civilization forbids love, naay possibly tell his mistress 
she is a chef-d' aiuvre just to please the d(!ar girl, but he 
knows better. And as for the miser, he saves what he can 
spare after providing himself with a good dinner. You 
may see the modern miser fat, comely, comfortable, over 
a glass of port at the club any night. So far we have out- 
grown satire. Life, indeed, is crossed with every kind 
of shade, the tints of which melt into one another. Hold 
up the tissue to the light this way, it is magenta; this 
way, it is purple. As in nature, so in character, there 
arc no outlines^ and the verses of the satirist are only like 
the early pencil drawings of the infant artist with their 
rough and rude i m itations of the real and their thick 
coarse outlines in black and white. 

All men arc fools : — 

Je diray libromcnt pour finir eri deux mots, 

Quo la plus pari dos gens sont habillez on sots. 

It is a great mistake to be a poet : — 

Pour moy, mon aray, je suis fort mal paye 

D ’avoir suivy cet art. 

It was against the will of his father, as it always is in 
the case of poets : — 

Sajpe pater dixit, studium quid inutile tentas ? 

Maionides nullas ipse reliquit opes. 

It is impossible to please everybody : — ■ 

Bertaut ! e’est un grand cas ! quoy quo Ton puisse faire, 

11 n’est moyen qu’un homrne a chacun puisse plaire. 

There are in each- age of life its own delights, 
pleasures, and temptations : — 

Reddere qui voces jam scit puer et pede certo 

Signat bumum, &c. 

And so on. These are the themes of his satires. They 
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are not by themselves of a nature to tempt one to read 
further. But in truth the success of a satire, depends 
more upon the form in which it is cast than the novelty 
of the sentiments, because, after all, we do not invent 
new vices, and the whole possible field of human folly 
seems to have been thoroughly explored by this time ; al- 
though when Carlyle some time since assured the world 
that men were mostly fools, Ave all received this astonish- 
ing intelligence Avith a mere rapture of delight, as if it 
AA'as not only good neAVS, but also a thing quite recently 
discovered. 

ThroAving yourself back, therefore, to Kegnier’s 
times, try to imagine that these things are absolutely 
new except to scholars, and that the French dress of a 
Latin poet is entirely his own invention. You will 
then find him vigorous, easy, and natural. You Avill 
read his portraits, drawn with a rapid and bold pen, 
with a curiosity which will gradually groAv into interest. 
You will find yourself in the hands of a master who 
has the merit of reality, Avho is never a prig, who very 
seldom puts on the sham indignation of a satirist, who 
really does succeed in throwing new life into an old 
trunk, who troubles himself little about rules of art, 
and who writes as he lives, bound by no chains or 
restraint of principle, art, or rule. 

There is one type which French Avriters in all ages 
have fastened on arid' improved till it has become peculi- 
arly and essentially French. It is that of the hjppocrite. 
Nothing like it exists in classical literature, because 
hypocrisy could only be, in the nature of things, a weed 
growing in the soil of an artificial and perfunctory re- 
ligion, like a good many people’s Christianity. We have 
seen the hypocrite in Rutebeuf and Faux Semblant in 
Jean de Meung, the latter a perfect and finii^hed sketch. 
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and before we have the Tartuffe of Moliere, the complete 
and inimitable type, we get the Macette of Regnier. 
The first part of this satire only is original, the rest is 
borrowed from Ovid, from Propertius, from Juvenal, 
perhaps at second-hand, and through the Roman de la 
Rose. 1 have translated a portion of the introduction, 
which sufficiently explains itself: — 

Macettfi ilie famous, wlio, from ten years old, 

Trained in the lists of love her place to hold, 

Weary of conquest, glutted with her spoils, 

Weary of weaving nets and setting toils, 

Weary, not satiate, renounces love 

And turns repentant thoughts to things above. . 

She who, before these pious tears were shed 
Saw but one sky — the sky above her bed, 

Aspires, a Chiistian pattern of distress. 

Close on the heels of Magdalene to press ; 

Her dress a simple robe without pretence, 

Her very visage, breathing continence. 

Admonishes the world with austere looks 
And even priests and preaching monks rebukes. 

From convent unto convent still she steals 
And for confession at the altar kneels. 

She knows the worth of chaplets and of beads. 

What an indulgence grants, and what it needs. 

Far from the world- she plants her hermit cell. 

Her weeping eyes a holy- water w6ll; * 

In short, in this backsliding age a light 
Of grace, of penitence, and virtue bright. 

A saint acknowledged by the folk at home, 

And it is darkly whispered that at Home 
They wait impatiently for her demise 
This modem Magdalene to canonize. 

Small faith as I in miracles repose. 

Believing things I see — ^nor always those — 

Seeing this sudden change from what had been 
I thought at last Jier soul changed with her mien. 

“ ’Tis thus,’* I cried, “ God’s grace our errors ends. 

That life were bad indeed which never mends.” 

And moved by her example and her sighs 
Began to think ’twas time to do likewise. 

When by a special grace of Providence 
(Which hates indeed a hypocrite’s pretence). 
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Being alone with her I love one day, 

Came that old screech owl, crawling on her way 
With slow and solemn step, with pnrsed-np lips, 

And mincing mouth that half the sentence clips ; 

Gave us a courtesy, as one half afraid 
And knowing no more than a convent maid. 

After an Ave Mary, she began 
Her common jargon — not of love — and ran 
On hundred things that my poor girl was fain 
To hear in patience, though her little brain 
Was full of tender thoughts, for she and I 
So happily make all the moments fly. 

Loving and loved, that other lovers sigh. 

And then . . . then . . . the graceless poet, who has 
little taste for talk of piety, retires and leaves them alone. 
But he conceives a desire to hear what they talk about 
by themselves, and so he listens. And what a con- 
versation it is he hears ! 

Y ou who know the old woman’s discourse in Ovid 
will know what it is : — 

Fors mo sermonum testem dedit. Ilia monebat 
Talia. Me dupliccs occuluere fores. 

# # » * 

Sois, hera, te, moa lux, juveni placuisse bcato : 

Jlmsit et in vultu constitit usque tuo. 

Et cur non placeas ? nulli tua forma sccunda est. 

Me misoram ! dignus corporo cultus abest. 

Youth in the eyes of this disreputable old lady is 
but the autumn of life, while beauty is its harvest; 
love is the madness of men ; riches, the price they must 
pay for it ; while as for honour, virtue, fidelity, religion, 
these are but the figments by which poor men would 
win the golden prizes of beauty for nothing. The theme 
loses nothing in Regnier’s hands. He is as easy as Ovid, 
and. as strong. He -writes as one inspired, and reading 
his verses, though the very thoughts and phrases are 
Ovid’s, we know that Macettc lived. We think we see 
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her wagging her wicked old head, and instructing the 
artless girl : — 

Le pochc que Ton cache of?t demy pardonne : 

La faute seullement no gist on la defense : 

Lo scandal e, I’opprobre, est co qui fait roffenso ; 

Pourvu qn’on no le sacho, il n’imporfco comment. 

Qui pent dire que non, no pecho nullcmeni. 

Did ever astonished moralist hear the like ? Tartiiffe 
made nse of the same atrocious sentiments in his unfor- 
tunate attempt upon Elmire : — 

Le mal n’est jamais que dans Tcelat qu’on fait, 

Lo scandale du monde est co qui fait roffenso, 

Et ce n’est pas pecher que pecher en silence. 

One more quotation from Regnier. This time, too, 
it shall be left in French to show his style. It is the 
description of the pedant : — 

II me parle latin, il allegue, il discourt, 

II reforme a son pied Ics humours de la court ; 

Qu’il a pour enseigner line belle maniere, 

Qu’en son globe il a veu la matiere premiere : 

Qu’Epicure est yvrongno, l-I j|)Ocrate un bourreau, 

Que Bartolle et Jason ignorent lo barroau ; 

Que Virgilo est passable cncor qu’on quelques pages, 

Il meritast au Louvre estro chifle dcs pages : 

Que Pliiie est inegal, Terence ne pen joly : 

Mais surtout il estime un langage poly. 

Such was Regnier, rough and vigorous, one who 
imitated, but did not copy; where he does not imitate, 
fresh and strong ; where he docs, throwing a life of his 
own into the thoughts and opinions that he borrowed. 
Full, too, of homely ' proverbs and sayings — things 
which would have made the hair of Schoolmaster 
Boileau to stand on end, and turned his flesh into 
goose-flesh. “ Vous parlez barragouyn,” “ Vous nous 
faites des bonadiez,” “ Je r4ponds d’un ris de Saint- 
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M6dard,” “ C’est pour votre beau nez que cela se fait/’ 
and so on, locutions actually used by the old women 
in the Halles. Fountain of Helicon! here was dese- 
cration. It is for these things as well as more manifest 
sins that Boileau speaks, when in the “ Art Po^tique ” 
he says : — 

De ces maitres savans disciple ingcnicux, 

Eegnier sexil parmi nous forme sur leur model e, 

Dans son vieux stylo encore a des graces nouvolles. 
Hourenx si les discoiirs craints dii chaste lecteur 
No se sentoient des lienx ou frequontait 1 ’auteur. 

Rcgnier died, unha])pily, before he was able to 
emancipate himself from his bondage to the classical 
poets, and while preserving their form to breathe into 
it fully the spirit of his own genius. F or one of so 
robust an intellect as his would assuredly, had he lived 
longer, have carved out his own line, and made satire in 
France a thing independent of Horace and Juvenal. I 
claim for him genius of a high order. He knew how to 
describe, he knew how to draw portraits, he could be 
satirical without malice, and he could convey his moral 
without maddening some unhapj)y fellow-creature with 
a hornet’s sting. In this respect at least he was above 
Pope and Dryden. 

Sainte-Beuve, in his way, draws a parallel between 
the two most unlike men (at first sight) in the whole 
world, Rcgnier and' Andrd Cheinier. It is, to be sure, 
a comparison Avhich consists chiefly of differences, but 
he has found real points of resemblance betweAi them 
— in the utter absence of the religious sentiment with 
both,‘ in the descriptive faculty common to both, in 

’ Some germs of repentance may be fonnd in Rcgnier, bnt these 
when he was already sinking into an early grave, worn out his 
excesses. * 
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their reality, in that irresistible force whichattracted them 
both to the society of women. “ The styles of Andrd 
Chenier and of Regnier,” he says, “ afe a perfect model 
of what our language permits to the genius expressing 
itself in verse. . . With both the same procMe, warm, 
vigorous, and free, the same luxury and t^asc of thought, 
shooting its branches in all directions, with all its inter- 
lacings and cross-tracery, the same profusion of ha])py 
and familiar irregularities, the same readiness and 
sagacity of discernment in following the current idea 
under the transparency of images, and in not allowing 
it to escape from one image to another, the same mar- 
vellous art in carrying on a metaphor to its end. . . . 
And as to the form and the carriage of the verses of 
Regnier and Chenier, they seem to mo very nearly the 
same, that is to say, the best possible ; curious Avithout 
effort, easy without negligence, in turn careless and 
attentive.” 

^ A great poet, cripjdcd by his blind adherence to 
ancient models, not able to extricate himself from the 
traditions of his time, a discijde of Ronsard who yet 
hardly learned Ronsard’s great lesson, to dare every- 
thing, to try everything, to emulate, and not to imitate, 
the surpassing genius of the past. And, besides all this, 
which is a potent influence in the life of the artist, a ^lavc 
to his own passions. Art is a jgalous mistress'; she 
will be worshipped alone. • St.-Amant failed, as we 
shaU presently see, because he joined the cult of Bacchus 
to that of the Muses. And Regnier, so far as he did 
fail, because he worshipj)ed Venus, our Lady of Passion, 
as well as that other and nobler Venus, our Lady of Art. 

Somebody Avrote an epitaph for him, which is printed 
among his collected works as his own. Now, it is given 
to nd man to write his own epitaph, save by an antici- 
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pntory clause in his last will and testament. This is 
what the epitaph says : — 

J^ai vescu sans mil pensement, 

Me laissant aller doucement 
A la V)onne loy natnrollo ; 

Et sy m’ostonnc fort pourqnoi 
La mort oza songier a raoi 
Qiii ne songea jamais a elle. 





(■HArTEK IX. 

SAINT AMANT. 

A genoiix, onfans (Irbancliez, 

Clicrs confidants do mes pdclioz. 

AltlA" ill tho .sovoiitoiiiith ei^iitury, tlin de- 
sire leli ujKin France to lan^li. The 
counti'}' had been nicdancholy for a whole 
jLijeneration : for, with the exception of the 
Satyre Mfiiiipjiee and a fcAV sipiibs, th(‘re 
Avas nothing at all to laugh at. J^iteraturi' under .Mal- 
lierbe Avas solemn ; mirth, malice, and nuaTiment 
seemed Avell-nigh dead. * “(.liA'eus,” cried the I’arisians, 
“something ncAv and amusing. We have got through 
all our troubles. King Louis XIll. is, to be sure, a 
foolish, cvem a malignant creature, but there are no more 
sieges and no more blockades; and so let us laugh.” 

The demand created a sujiply, and though the 
Fronde brought fresh civil Avars, it left the people, as 
it found them, laughing. There Avere Turlujiin, Scara- 
mouche, Arlequin, on the stage, and there Avere Theo- 
phile Viaud, l)’As.soucy, Scarron, Voiture, lioisrobert 
among the jioets and writers.. 

It is of this goodly society that Ave have noAv to treat. 
The student of French literature, who must read them, 
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will find in them no reflection whatever of the artistic 
efforts of Ronsard and Du Bellay : they are careless as to 
Avhat Malherbe might have thought : they write by no 
rules of art, but can defend tlnunselves on attack ; and 
they ])()ur out their songs regardless of any criticism but 
the voice of the people. It is characteristic of French 
literature that the best poets have been those who have 
dared to belong to no school. Rutebeuf and Adam de 
la Halle are free. Olivier Basselin owes no man aught, 
and Villon is independent.- It is this same cpiality of in- 
dependciuce that 1 claim foi* Saint Amant, La Fontaine, 
B^rang(“r. Not only are they all independent of rules, 
but they arc all alike in one r(!8pect ; for, the conditions 
of thOr lives and chai'acters being different, the French 
spirit remains common to all. And then the leaders of 
the schools of style have got nothing to say. What is 
the char in in Ronsard ? It is but the charm of surprise 
that things said so often before could be said again with 
so much delicacy.. Nor is it till the impression is gone, 
that one discovers the entme absence of strength. And 
so the Pleiad never became poi>ular, never exchanged its 
character as an artistic circle for that of popular poets. 
Cold, mannereii, graceful, they gave dignity to a litera- 
ture daily becoming, before their time, more discredit- 
able ; and they hel])ed those who were to follow how 
best to say what they found to say. Of those Avho 
delighted I’aris in the seventeenth century before Boi- 
leau appeared, I propose to select Saint Aman^not only 
because he is the least disreputable, but also because 
he is the truest^poet. And it seems to me worth the 
trouble of exhuming this dead and forgotten writer,^ if 


* Not dead and forgotten in his own country. ' His works are 
published in the “ Bibliotheque Elz6viriexme.*^ 
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only to add one more human figure to the English 
gallery of E rench worthies. 

Marc- Antoine Gerard, sieur de Saint Amant, was born 
at Itouen, 1594, and came of a good old fighting stock ; 
his father, a gentlciinan adventurer, having been oik; of 
Queen Elizabeth’s sea captains, and, perhaps while fight- 
ing an English ship, was taken prisoner by the I'urks. 
FTis uncle, too, served a captivity on tin; galleys of 
Constantinojde, and both his brothers died fighting the 
infidels. They sailed to India in search of fortune, for 
thei'o, was no money in th(> Saint Amant family, and off 
the mouth of the Red Sea — what was the ship doing 
there ? — they were attacked by a “ Moorish ” corvette. 
One brother was killed, the other “ escaped by swim- 
ming,” a very remarkable statement, as one naturally 
wonders where he swam to. Socotra, Aden, and the 
land of the Somaulis have never held out anything but 
a hostile club to the visitor, and the nearest friendly 
]x»rt would be Goa, while to swim fifteen hundriid miles, 
exposed to the danger of sun strokes, must have been a 
perilous journey indeed. However, the swimmer es- 
caped, which was the great thing for him, and lived to 
fight the Turk again, getting killed at last in Cyprus, 
under the Venetian flag. While these stirring events 
were going on in his family, the young poet was getting 
himself educated — he never knew any Latin or Greek 
— at Rouen. Biographers, always on the look-out for 
examples of precocity, have got nothing more charac* 
teristic to tell of him than that he fell three times into 
the River Seine off the quay, and was nearly drowned 
on each occasion. It is charming to get these charac- 
teristic anecdotes. What a flood of light is thrown on 
a great man when we know how the button came off 
his jacket. 
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rie came to Paris young, and began at once to write 
\ crsos, having amojig Ids earliest Iriends that ja'bfligate 
and nnhiehy bard, Tlidophile Viand. At tin; age of 
fivc-and-tAveiity, Saint Ainaiit brought out his first and 
best po(nn, called ‘‘Solitude.” On no other singh; ju’oduc- 
tion of his Avoidd 1 be content to re.st his claim to be a 
poet ; but this is l)y itsell' enough, lie takes us into 
tlie forest ; we wamhn- with him among tlu! aged ti’ces, 
born long ago, “ at the very nativity ol' time,” Avatch- 
ing the birds, the Avaving of the branches, the lake. Avith 
the herons and tlu( Avild foAvl, thc! long glach^s stretching 
right and left, and Avhile he bids us ]nark the absence 
of man’s handiA\mrk, the glamour of the setme falls upon 
ns and Ave foiget tin! ])oet, his art, ourselAa!S. This it 
is to be a poet; this poAver it is Avhich makes some 
simple ballad live in people’s hearts Avhile all the A^ei’ses 
of the scholars are forgotten : it is the absence; of this 
])OAvcr which kills the luwly-fledgcd versifier, though all 
the critics tinite in calling him ])oet. 

• 

Nor winter’s frost nor sninmer’s heat 

Hath seen ii])on tliis silent sheet 

Sledge, or vessel leave the Innd ; 

Nor shall, till earth and time are spent. 

No thirsty traveller here hath lient 
And made a cup with (airving hand. 

Never did tiaiiior hook ensnare 
The foolish fish for angler’s prey ; 

And never stag, in mad despair, 

Here stayed thc chase and iurnod to bay 

■yVe leave tlu! forest. Presently avc find our.sclvos 
before a ruined castle, solitary and deserted. 

. . . See how^ year by year the w^alls 
Of yon old ruins grey and hoar 

Grow smaller still as on them falls 
Time’s talon, t.earing more and more. 
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Here now the witches held ihcir tryst, 

Hero elves and fairies revels keep, 

Who all for mischief, as they list, 

Our senses cheat and plague our sloc]) ; 

And here, in corners out of sight, 

Are snakes o/‘ day and birds of nigld. 

The screech owl with Iku* ciries of woo 
(Sinister sound to niorial ear) 

Wakes up the imps who come and go 
With laughter wild and goblin clicer ; 

Under a cross tree in the air 
Swings to and fro the skeleton 
Of some poor swain, who in despair 
This deed upon himself hath done, 

Long since — because a woltian’s face 
Had for him neither smile nor gi^acc. 

On the old rafters bent and Avorn 
Decipher, if yon can, the name ; 

See oil the marbles, moss o’ergrown, 

The scidcheou of an ancient fame. 

Jloneath a mighty walnut’s shades 
Crowing deep down within tlie fosse, 

The highest turret roof is lai<l 

Cojiceal’d with ivy and with moss: 

And rnai'k o’er all the silver slime 
Where snails and vermin creep and climb. 

Do you reiuembei- anything of this kind before Saint 
Aiuant ? I do not. It seems to me that here is a 
giX'at advance. We have reality, tm^h, vigour, feeling. 
There is not, to be sure, the delicate handling of De Ba'if ; 
not the conscientious form of Du Bellay ; but we arc 
with a more vigorous poet. Young Saint Amant can 
give utterance in part to those; thoughts which defy lan- 
guage ; they arc the thoughts of youth, those that come 
Avhen the mind is yet in the delicate chlorine green of 
childhood, when all the Avorld is a wonder, and the 
imagination throws out long rays of light, like the first 
bright streaks -of the rising sun, to the four corners of 
the earth. Would that the poet had preserved ]^s 
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thoughts of youth and early manhood ! With him, 
as with most of us, the temptations of the world, the 
flesh, and the devil, came to beat down, crush, and kill. 
When we look again, behold the flaming poppies and 
the tares. 

He is next at Belleisle, companion, dependant on the 
Duke de Eetz. Here he lives for many years, writing 
songs and singing them, drinking and carousing. For 
Saint Amant has taken to intemperate ways. It is re- 
corded of him that he once sat out, with the Marquis of 
Belleisle, a debauch of four-and-twenty hours. But 
the voice of fame always exaggerates, and perha})3 it 
was only four hours after all. Leaving the Duke de Retz, 
he went with another patron, the Count d’Harcourt,* 
Admiral of the French fleet, on his voyages, seeing the 
world and making observations. With him was Secre- 
tary Furct, and they were all three, the admiral, the 
secretary, and the poet, on the best possible terms with 
each other. In the cabin, shut out from the ship, dis- 
cipline was relaxed, and distinctions of rank merged in 
the nicknames of good fellowship, the admiral being 
le Bond, Furet le Vieux, and Saint Amant le Gros. 

In 1638, he returned to Paris — no more of such 
poems as the “ Solitude ” to be written there — and made 
new friends. After the troubles of the Fronde were 
over — Mazarin was goodnatured to some of his 
enemies — he won the good graces of Marie Gonzague, 
— — 

* This is the Count d’Harconrt of Conde’s epigram, written when 
ho joined Mazarin : — 

That soldier fat and short, 

Renown’d in story, 

The noble Count d’Harcourt, 

Brimful of glory, 

Who raised Cazal and took Turin, , 

. . Is bailiff now to Massarin. 
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Queen of Poland. He went with her to Poland, made 
odes upon her whenever she happened to be in an in- 
teresting condition, and got a pension, with which he 
returned to Paris. There he was made a gentilhomme 
verrier^ a glass manufacturer, — it was not considered 
derogatory to a gentleman to pursue this calling — and 
then, in spite of Boileau’s lines — 

Qu’arriva-t-il enfin de sa mnse abusee ? 

II en revint convert de honte ot de risee. 

Bt la fievre au rotour terminant son destin 

Fit par avance en Ini ce qn’anroit fait la faim — 

lived and died in considerable comfort. 

Like Oliver Goldsmith, Tom Moore, HoiVace, and 
others of the poetic vein, Gerard de Saint Amant was 
short of stature, round and fat. See him as he stands 
at the door of the “Fir Apple,” waiting for his friend 
Furet to come and clink glasses with him. He is fresh- 
coloured and sun-burnt, because he has been tanned by 
the sea-breezes ; his eyes are soft, because he is a tender- 
hearted creature; his brown hair is curly — straight- 
haired men are only imitators ; his face is broad and 
laughing, because he never harbours resentment against 
any living soul ; his look is careless, because he takes 
no more thought for the morrow than the sparrows; 
there are no crows’-feet about his eyes, though he is 
past forty, because he has no troubles of his own and 
cares nothing for other people’s troubles. The pretty 
women pass up and down the street, but the honest poet 
has no eyes for beauty ; they may dress, if they please, 
for other young felloWs of forty-five, but he is too faf for 
love. And in his hand he bears a lute, no allegorical 
thing which he, the actor, may pretend to twang while 
the orchestra plays, but a real serviceable lute, on which 
he discourses sweet music. As he plays, see how his 
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face changes like a hill-side on an April day — from mirth 
to sadruiss, from sadness to mirth ; for he has Saul-like 
fits of melancholy which only the lute can dispel : — 

Whonas to cliasc the thoughts of grief and pain 
Which lie like lead upon my aching brain, 

I take my lute, and in its accents find 
Content for sadness, rest for troubled mind. 

My fingers, idly wandering here and there. 

Sadden the cadence, sympathise the air ; 

A thousand half tones, tearful, sad, and clear, 

Wake in long sighs and vibrate on the ear ; 

Trembling they hover on the inspired string. 

Weep witli my tears and with my sorrows ring. 

Their dying a(?cents, as they fainter grow, 

Singing laments for mo, my life, my woe. 

Ouly a musician could have writti^u these lines — they 
urc real. His reality, indeed, is the one grand virtue 
Avith Saint Amant, ibr he is never acting a part, and if 
he laughs it is because he is merry ; if he weeps it is 
because he is sad- To bcsui’c, he is not often sad; but 
lest you should think from the examples that folloAvthat 
he was ahvays singing of Bacchus and wine, read the 
following, one of the earliest sonnets extant in praise 
of tobacco : — 

Upon a faggot seated, pipe in lips, 

Loaning my head against the chimney wall, 

My heart sinks in me, down my eyelids fall, 

As all alone I think on life’s eclipse, 

Hope, that puts oft* to-morrow for to-day. 

Essays to change my sadness for awhile 
And shows ma with her kind and youthful Unilo 
A fate more glorious than men’s words can say. 

Meantime the herb in ashes sinks and dies j 
Then to its sadness back my spirit flies, 

And the old troubles still rise up behind. 

Live upon hope and smoke your pipe : all’s one.* 

It moans the same when life is passed and done'^ ^ 

One is but smoke, the other is bnt wind/ 
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He was elected one of the earliest, not the first, 
member of the French Academy (see p. 220), and was 
excused the customary oration at introduction on pro- 
mising to contribute to the dictionary all the burlesque 
words. Ho promised, and contributed nothing, but so 
got off his speech. . 

Whether he is writing humorous or serious verses, 
he depends always on his powers of description. His 
“Chambre du Ddbauche,” which xinfortunately must not 
be translated, is almost startling in its fidelity. In the 
“ Rome Ridicule ” he attacks, in what seems to us to be 
bad taste, the enthusiasm of antiquaries, and the rage 
for ancient monuments. The thing itself having gone, or 
else diverted into other channels, we have lost the sense 
of fun in laughing at it. That enthusiasm which once 
hoped everything from the classics, lingers now only 
among those who hope everything from the remoter an- 
tiquities of Assyria and Egypt. For a cold spirit of 
measurement as wcdl as of doubt has crept in, and while 
Avc no longer regard the Tiber with the veneration of 
old, even the Jordan has had its critics. But in Saint 
Amant’s days the scholars were a lively nuisance, with 
their contempt for everything not classical, their slavery 
to ancient forms, them quarrels, and their pedantry. 
Poor Saint Amant knew neither Latin nor Greek — we 
have seen how he was too busy falling into the Seine to 
learn either — and the memory of many an indirect insult 
envenomed the pen, that wrote “Rome Ridicule.” He 
Avent to England and wrote a “ heroicomique ” ode on 
Albion, from which I gather that my countrymen have 
improved in most particulars since that year. He is a 
f urious Cayali er,* as were all Frenchmen, and calls the 
Puritans'” ces malignes Testes-Rondes.” 
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Ces Turcs ont casso les vitres, 

Croyaiit bien, en mosme temps, 

De cent temples esclatants 
En effacer les saints litres. 

It is time to give a specimen of his lighter verse. 
The following is an ode, invocation, or address to 
Bacchus : — 


In idle rhymes we waste our days, 

With yawning fits for all our praise, 

While Bacchus, god of mirth and wine, 
Invites us to a life divine. » 

Apollo, prince of bards and prigs. 

May scrape his fiddle to the pigs ; 

And for the Muses, old maids all. 

Why lot them twang their lyres, and squall 
Their hymns and odes on classic themes, 
Keglected by their sacred streams. 

As for the true poetic fire, 

What is it but a mad desire ? 

While Pegasus himself, at best. 

Only a horse must be confess'd ; 

And he must be an ass indeed, 

Who would bestride the winged steed. 

Bacchus, thou who watchest o’er 
All feasts of ours, whom I adore 
With each new draught of rosy wine 
That makes my red face like to thine — 

By thy ivied coronet. 

By this glass with rubies set, 

By thy thyrsus — ^fear of earth — 

By thine everlasting mirth. 

By the honour of the feast. 

By thy triumphs, greatest, least, 

By thy blows, not struck, but drunk, 

With king and bishop, priest ^d monk 
By the jesting, keen and sharp, 

By the violin and harp, 

By thy bells, which are but flasks, 

By our sighs which are but masks 
Of mirth and sacred mystery, 

By thy panthers fierce to see, 

By this place so fair and sweet 
By the he-goat at thy feet, 
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By Ariadne, buxom lass, 

By Silenus on his ass, 

By this sausage, by this stoup. 

By this rich and thirsty soup. 

By this pipe from which I wave 
All the mcense thou dost crave. 

By this ham, well spiced, long hung, 

By this salt and wood-smoked tongue, 

Becoive us in the happy band 
Of those who worship glass in hand* 

And, to prove thyself divine, 

Leave us never without wine. 

XJiis invocation to the god of wine is fpllowed by the 
liveliest, brightest letter possible to his friend Furct. 
It simply invites him to leave Fontainebleau and return 
to Paris. Here is some of it. Mark how he changes 
his mood from grave to gay : — 

But why from Paris art thou tom ? 

Was it a sudden yearning, born 
Of the sweet spring ; once more to see 
The rocks, the trees, the forest free, 

The lake reflecting on its breast 
The ibliage deep, the earth at rest, 

And while the sky is warm and still 
To mark how over tree and hill. 

As if they dread the thunder near. 

Vibrate the trembling waves of air ; 

To mark how in their wayward guise 
Hover and flit the butterflies. 

As bright as if they were indeed 
The very flowers on which they feed P 
* # # * 

Or else, alone and pensive, while 
You ponder ’neath the greenwood aisle 
On back mysterious theme 

Fit subject for a poet’s dream, 

^o find some dark and sombre glen 
Fitting your sadden’d soul, and then 
Deep in the darkest shade to write 
Verse worthy of the brightest light. 

^ m 4k m 

Is it for fancies grave or gay. 

My friend, you leave us P IVithee, say. 
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Fnrci, they cry, is absent yet 
From tavern and from cabaret ; 

He rhymes no more of cups and wine — 
Unworthy follower of the vine. 

And Bacchus, king of me and thee, 

By well-known law, hath made decree 
Thou shalt not drink, save that alone 
Which ilows along the Seine or Rhdno. 
Tliou friend of water ? — couldst tJwu go, 
For Paris taking Fontainobleau ? 

Paris — where Bacchus holds all hearts ; 
Paris, where Coiffier * bakes his harts ; 

Paris whore Cormier - hangs his sign, 

An apple-tree that points to wine ; 

Paris, which offers to our eyes 
Another apple ; ^ greater prize 
Than tliat of gold, whu^h by belief 
Brouglifc gods and goddesses to grief ; 

An aj)ple from the tall lir-trec — 

Thou know’st that it has shelter’d thee. 
Paris, that cernetoiy vast, 

Where all our gi’iofs are buried fast ; 

Paris, that little world, in short. 

Of sweet delight and pleasant sport ; 

Paris, whose joys bi*ing more content 
Thaji heart can wish or brain invent. 

Ha ! sec. My words begin to press, 

You speak not, but your eyes confess : 

You cannot leave our Paris till 
Yourself you leave, against your will. 

Leave care to other, duller heads ; 

Leave lakes to fish, to cows the meads ; 

Let wild beasts watch for April showers ; 
Lei snails eat up the sweet wild flowery 
And — bless mo — now 1 mark your face^ 
Once brimming o’er with mirthful grace, — 
1 never saw a change so groat : 

Come back, come back, ’tis not too late. 


^ A well-known restaurateur and confectioner. 

^ A cabaret kept by Cormier, which means* an “apple tree.” 
s The sign of the “ Fir Apple.” 
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For sure the air that suits jou best 

Where corks flj out and pflasses clink ; 

Where singers sing, and jesters jest, 

Where waiters wait and drinkf>rs drink ; 

Will please you more, I know, 1 know, 

Than all the woods of Fontainebleau. 

When Saint Amant grew old, the religious senti- 
ment awakened again within his soul, a phenomenon 
wliich may be remarked in most of the portraits in our 
gallery. Then, with the view to a more lasting lame 
than tliat to be got from od(%s, and Avith an eye to the 
welfare of his soul, he Avrotc^ a long epic called “ Moyse 
Saiive.” This jmblished, and after a little happiness 
in calling himself the Gros Virgile, the penitent poet 
sat down and died. The less said about the (jpic the 
better: Burns, indeed, might as well have tried to Avrite 
an epic. 

Hard and scornful things, from tlio standpoint of 
morality, as Avell as that of art, may be said a])Out Saint 
Amant. He Avrotc things that he shoidd not have 
Avritten ; he indulged in the habit of drinking to excess ; 
he Avas a dependant; he exercised no active virtues 
whatever ; and Avhen at last he repented, he AA'^as like 
that Lancashire convert, Avho lamented his sins in tlui 
Avell-known hymn— ^ 

I rept and I rorc, I cursed and I swore : 

Oh ! Lord, what a sinner I heed. 

Yot, without too much special pleading, we may make 
out a very fair case for him. Up is good-nature itself — 
Frenchmen to be sure are nearly always good-natured ; 
he has not a single enemy; ; his laugh is contagious; his 
voice is so musical that his versus, when he reads them, 
ring in the ears like the accents of the Psalmist ; his soul 
is touched by all things in nature ; when he strikes the 
lute he brings the tears into his hearers’ eyes — and his 
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own too ; if he goes into the country he marks the things 
that only a poet discerns ; if into the town, he has eyes 
to note the contrasts, and a pen to write them down. 
In his tavern, with the diquetis of the glasses round 
him, amid the fumes of the wine and the tobacco, he can 
write sweetly, naturally, delicately. Then, though he is 
a dependant, he is never a parasite.* A gentleman he 
is born, a gentleman he remains, and, like a gentleman, 
he will not descend to abuse a religion which he re- 
spects, though he does not practise it ; and he has one 
of those rare and happy natures Avhich seem to require 
no effort for the maintenance of self-respect. 

Nature gave him the poetic instinct. He had no 
rules of art, because he never studied, but his taste was 
correct. It is a pity that we have no self- written re- 
cord of those younger days when doubtless he was 
sometimes in love. One wants to know something more 
of the mind of Saint Amant. Only, these poets do so 
exaggerate and deck out the passion of love that we, 
poor creatures of clay, are dazzled and confused, never 
knowing how far they are real, and are led to confound 
our own deepest emotions with the passing fancy of a 
poet for an Amaryllis in the shade. 




ClIAlTER X. 



VOlTUllE AND DENSER ADE. 

A mellifluous voice, as I am true knight . — Twelfth Night* 

’ET us leave the cabarets and go into de- 
cent society, even the very best, that of 
Madame de Rambouillet, Madame de 
Longue ville, and Ang(ilique Paulet, “ la 
Lionne.” We are to wander now along 
the leafy avenues of Chantilly, and sit in the blue room 
of the llbtel de Rambouillet. No profane and violent 
words will be heard here, nor any of those things which 
agitate the human heart outside ; no love — that is, no 
passion ; nothing rude, coarse, or harsh. We arc in the 
highest circle possible, calm, placid, well fed, 'with the 
court poets. 

There were other poets of society, but the two I have 
selected are foremost : these two may be taken as the 
perfect types of their kind. They are the pattern^ the 
envy of aU the rest. They write songs for ballets, the 
prettiest and most ingenious possible. They address 
odes to ladies’ eyes, to ladies’ lips, to ladies’ noses ; 
write sonnets to ladies’ lapdogs — and to their husbands ; 
they manufacture verses for bouta-rimh ; they write 
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lines for the maids of honour Separately and collec- 
tively; they devote all their lives, these benevolent 
Iversons, to promoting the gaiety and amusement of 
their fellow-creatures. 

llcn ser adc, for his part, had no life to speak of. That 
is to say, it wa# a life all of the same colour, in which any 
one week was a sample of all the rest. His father was 
‘d procureur at Gisors, his mother being able to claim kin- 
ship in some way with Cardinal Richelieu. The young 
man was going up to Paris, was introduced to the 
notice of the great minister, and taking orders ^ by way 
of assuring his future, obtained some place or pension 
in acknowledgment of certain dramatic successes, and 
probably thought it best to say little about cousinship 
till the minister died. When this lamentable event, 
which drove many hundreds of hungry dramatists, 
poets, and artists adrift, took place, Benserade, with the 
rest, lost his ])ension. lie then attached himself to the 
Duke de Brez4, and remained Avith him till he was 
killed in the wars tivo or three years afterwards. After 
this he returned to Paris, and found favour with the 
Queen DoAvager and Cardinal Mazarin. From them he 
got half-a-dozen pensions, and, as the story-books say, 
lived- happy ever after. 

A man of ] )oIish cd ^manners, not an open profligate 


> Wo may partly understand tliLs readiness to take orders witli 
no other call than tho call of hunger, by the following ex^ct from 
the “ Turkish Spy.” “ There are,” ho says, “ in France, 'l2 arch- 
bishoprics, 104 bishoprics ; convents of the greater order, 540 ; con- 
vents of the lesser order, 12,320 ; abbeys, 1,450 ; nunneries, 67 ; 708 
friaries, 259 seminaries of the Order of the Knights of Malta, 
27,400 parish churches, 640 hospitals, and 9,000 private chapels or 
oratories. To fill all those, they reckon 226,000 religious, besides 
130,000 priests.” And this state of things lasted till the Revo- 
lution ! ' . 
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like Boisrobert, or a Srunkard like Chapelle ; nor an 
atheist like Bautru; a man who in spite of continual' 
amourettes gave little cause for scandal to his cloth : 
one whose delight was to haunt salons an<| ruelles^ to 
sit among ladies, read them his jx)ems, hear their 
praises, and pay them compliments, one whose whole 
pleasure was in social success, to say an occasional good 
thing, and to hear it repeated everywhere, as the latest 
bon-motoi Benserade the witty, Benserade the ingenious. 

Surrounded as man always is by things of which his 
tastes and inclinations disapprove, prevented by all 
sorts of hedges from going his own way, one is pre- 
pared to hear that oiu* Abba’s life was not altogether 
free from the cares and troubles which affect less 
fortunate men. It might have been, for instance, 
matter of self-congratulation to him, as a priest, that he 
loved not those excitements which are accompanied by 
danger. But it was unfortunate that malicious persons, 
Scarron for instance, could tell of him how, being once 
with the Duke of Br6z6 in a naval engagement,' he was 
found in the hold (jfouched among the casks, bellowing 
like Panurge, and how some kind friend maliciously 
pointing out to him that he was in the most dangerous 
part of the ship, he cried in an ecstasy of terror, “ Alas ! 
alas ! where then shall I hide myself? ” 

Again, once he was promoted to the embassy to 
Stockholm, but in the nddst of his pride at this prefer- 
ment, it was taken away from him. 

The disappointment alone was enough, without Scar- 
ron making the event, jas he did, the most important, of 
the year, speaking of it as the year when 

. . . le sieur de Benserade 

N’alla point en son ambassade. 

Another disagreeable incident in his life may be men- 
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tioned to show the instability of*a satirist’s power, and 
the great danger, after he has established a laugh, of 
laughing himself “ the wrong side of his mouth.” For 
he permitted himself not only to write poems to the 
ladies of the court, but also on them. And once, insti- 
gated by the Evil One, he produced the following epi- 
gram on Madame de Ch^tillon : — 

Cliastillon, gardez vos appaa 

Pour qiielqne autre conquesto, 

Si vous estes preste 
Le Roy ne Pest pas ; 

Avecque vous il cause, 

Mais, en verite,- . 

Tl faut quelque autro clioso 
Pour vostre beauto 
Qu’uno ualtoLorite. 

“ Really,” said the lady, “ I am excessively obliged 
to you, M. de Benserade, for making this pretty little 
song about me.” “ And really^M. de Benserade,” said 
her husband, “ if it ever happens, to you to speak of 
Madame de Ch^itillon again, I will break every bone 
in your body.” "fTie bones in his body were not.broken, 
because he jefrained for the future, but this kind of 
thing is unpleasant in more than one way. It is apt to 
take the spirit out of the satirist, especially if he be de- 
ficient in physical courage, to cramp his flight,, to limit 
his field*, and then, which is as bad, it makes other 
people laugh. Scarroii, for example, named another 
year as — 

L’au que le Sieur de Benserade 
Put menace' de bastonnade. 

In his capacity as court poet and wit, BenSerade had 
a formidable^rival in Voiture, whose verses were at 
least as good as his own, and whose personalattractions 
were greater. For Voiture wa*s*aa>han(kome, well- 
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made, dapper little man, full of life, spirits, and mis- 
chief; the licensed favourite of everybody, and per- 
mitted by the ladies to take as many liberties as he 
pleased. Once in the presence of the Princess de 
Bourbon, feeling cold in the toes, he pulled oiF his shoes,, 
and warmed his feet at the fire. Once, too, "thinking it 
would be a capital joke, he put a couple of bears into 
the bedroom of Madame de Rambouillet, frightening the 
poor lady nearly to death. Another time he knocked 
up the Count de Quiche at two in the morning, and 
when he appeared awake and dressed told him 
gravely that knowing the interest which the count took 
in his affairs, he had called to let him know he was 
thinking of feeing married. 

The circle of "Madame de Rambouillet was far, indeed, 
froni being dull or resei;ved. Pedantic, after the 
fashion of the age in Jiterary matters, and of doubtful 
taste, in its social side it Avas full of life, laughter, and 
enjoyment. They asked for a perpetual variety in con- 
versation ; they aimed at those littla subtleties of wit 
which evade translation, even if they bear to be written 
down at all ; they made great fuss and importance out 
of very litfic things ; they studied the art of badinage, 
knowing above all, when to stop. Voitime was a per- 
fect master of the art. For instance, Madame de Ram- 
bouillet having, declared herself an admirer of King 
Gustavus Ado^us, he sent her a letter brought by 
six gentlepaen disguised a^ Swedes, pretending to bo 
from the king ; and when he was in Algiers he wrote to 
Ang^lique P»ulet, by her friends, la Lionne, 

in the 'name of “ Leonard, keeper of the lions of the 
King of Morocco.” 

. It was a life of trifling, if you please, but the trifling 
was elegant, innocent, and pure. No circle ever ex- 
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isted which was more harmless, more useful as an ex- 
ample, than that of this c^ebrated hbtel. They could 
have, and did have, their little breezes, tempers, and 
jealousies. Where two or three women are gathered 
together, these may be looked for. But they pulled 
well together, and loved each other, madame, her 
daughters, Madame do Longuoyillc and the divine Ang<5- 
lique, with a strange aifection. Above all, they would 
have nothing discourteous, nothing rough, nothing un- 
mannerly, nothing coarse. The only thing out of ])lace 
in the blue room was Ch.apclain with his old coat and 
unwashed linen. The only person permitted to take 
liberties was Voiture, who could do Avhat he pleased 
anywhere; Avho, besides, Avas to be trusted not to go 
too far. It Avas a great educational establishment, 
whither repaired the rough unruly lords of the court, 
fresh from the country, to learn that there are things 
to be respected as Avell as a scutcheon, reputations 
other than a title can confer, and things that inay be 
made the subject of mirth, other than those baAvled in 
the cabarets and whispered in the corridors. 

But full of tricks, quaint jests, espi^glcric. Once 
V oiture brought Madame de Rambouillet a sonnet which 
he considered better than anything he had ever done 
before. “I think,” said the lady, taking it, “that I 
have seen it already.” He assured her that she was 
mistaken, because the sonnet was bran new ; but the 
next day she shoAved him his oaati sonnet prated in a 
booh. He Avas confounded. He read it again and 
again ; repeated his oAvn lines to himself; compared 
them, and finally put it doAvn to an extraordinary freak 
of memory, Avhich had led him to write out a poem he 
had read and remembered, thinking he was composing 
it himself. He Avent about telling everybody of this 
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singular accident, till Madame de Rambouillet confessed 
that she had herself got the sonnet printed from his 
own co2>y, and imposed it upon him as an old one. Of 
all practical jokes, surely the most amusing and the most 
harmless. 

On another occasion, Voiture had been sent to amuse 
Mile, dc Bourbon (afterwards Madame de Longueville), 
who was suffering from some indisposition. He was 
not ill his usual spirits that day, and only succeeded in 
making her more melancholy. The Rambouillet ladies 
pretended to be extremely angry with him for his 
failure, and actually — but i*ead his own account of his 
punishment, written to the lady herself, Avho had left 
Paris. 

I was, he says, tossed in a blanket^ on Friday after dinner 
because I had not succeeded in making you laugh in the time given 
me. Madame de Hambouillct gave judgment on the matter at the 
retiuest of her daughter and Milo. Paulot. They had intended to 
defer execution till your return, but considered afterwards that it 
was not right to put off punishment so long, nor to a time wholly 
given up to joy. It was no use crying out, the blanket was brought, 
and four of the strongest men in the world tjhosen to perform the 
execution. What I can assure you, mademoiselle, is, that no one 
ever flew up so high as I. I doubt whether I deserved that Fortune 
should raise me to so great an elevation. At each toss, I rose clean 
out of their sight, higher than the eagles fly, with the mountains 
flattened out beneath me, and the winds and clouds rolled below my 


1 Tossing in a blanket was then a favourite amusement, now 
happily gone out of fashion, with other pursuits that required more 
evenness of temper than our ancestors have bequeathed to us. Thus 
Saint Amant writes of this pastime : 

Tenez bien, roidissez les coings. 

Y estes-vous ? serrez les poings, 

Et faisons sauter jusqu’aux nues 
Par des secousses continues, 

Sans crier jamais, O’est ^sez' ! ” 

Ny que nos bras la soiont lassez, 

Cette sorcicre a triple etago. 



198 


VOITTIEE AND BEN8EBADE. 


feet. At this extraordinary elevation I discovered countries of 
which I knew nothing, and seas of which I had never heard. You 
can imagine nothing so diverting as thus to get a whole half of the 
world spread out before your eyes. But it is not, I assure you, 
mademoiselle, without a certain anxiety that we observe all these 
things, because it is impossible to forget the coming down again. 
One of the things which frightened me most while high in the air, 
was the looking down and seeing how small the blanket appeared 
and how impossible it seemed to fall back into it. This naturally 
caused mo some emotion. Among other curious objects that I saw 
there was one, however, which took away all fear from me. It was 
when, turning my eyes towards Piedmont, I discerned yourself, 
mademoiselle, at Lyons, crossing the Saono. At least I saw on the 
water a great light, with many rays round the most lovely face in 
the world. Directly I came down I told them what I had seen. 
Would you believe it ? They only laughed, and tossed me up again 
liighcr than ever. 

To be tossed in a blanket, and after dinner, would be 
more than enough to disturb the equanimity — and 
digestion— of any degenerate man of modern days. 
Yet Voiture actually went through this misery with 
hilarity, and pretended to like it. No doubt the kind 
ladies only put him gently in the blanket and made 
belief to toss him. Had they meant really to do it, 1 
am sure it would have been done before dinner. 

Voiture’s jxjems arc purely vers de societe, written 
for the occasion, not even corrected, as he pretended, at 
all events, not polished. There is not a single one of 
them serious. * All are light, frothy, sparging. So arc 
those of Bcnscrade. Vers de societe, like port, champagne, 
coffee, and many other excellent things, are only good 
when fresh. With the years the aroma disapp^s, and 
the readers of this century may well ask for the causes 
of then* popularity two hundred years ago. To under- 
stand that, you must know the times and the men. 
Then yon will see iii these little frivolous sketches in- 
genuity of phrase, lightness of style, a delicate toning 
of flattery — not -too strong, observe, but laid on in soft 
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and insidious tints which do not at first catch the eye, 
but presently please it insensibly ; half shades of praise 
and sarcasm, love-making Ifthind a mask, a certain 
air of confidential relationship with the reader, as one 
of a privileged set, and a series of little asides — all 
these arc in Voiture and Benscrade, and make them, 
once you know them and their circle and themselves, 
readable, if not worth reading. Do not, however, carry 
away the impression that 1 recommend you to read 
them, if your time is valuable. At least they arc pure 
and innocent. 

Some of Voiture has been translated. It was a 
hundred and fifty years ago and more. The ingenious 
gentleman who did it was tm Webster. I may 

fairly say that there exist no translations of any poem or 
set of poems so utterly and miserably bad as these. 
One says so without di-nature, because the author is 
presumably dead, unless indeed he was the Wandering 
Jew, who was a good deal about Western Europe at 
that time, frequently taking supjxjr, for instance, with 
the Turkish spy. 

Mr. Webster’s failure was not altogether his fault, 
except that he over-estimated his powers. How can 
you translate, for instance, the following verses — written 
to Mile. Bourbon at Chantilly, to a popular air of the 
day ?— 

Madame, vous trouverez bon 

Qu’on vous ecrive sur le ton 
De Landrirette, 

Qui court maintenant a Paris, 

Landrjri. 

Votre absence nous abat tons ; 

Quelques-uns en sont demi-fous, 

Landrirette : 

Les autres n’on sont qu’etourdis, 

Landriri. 
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Du point de 61oignemeiit 
L^hivor s’approche a toat moment, 

Landrirotte ; 

Et les beaux jours sont accourcis, 

Landriri. 

L*on cst ici fort tristement ; 

Tout notre divertissement, 

Landrirotte, 

Est de chanter a qui s^ensuit, 

Landriri. 

Kn gr^ce, cn beautes, en attraiis 
Nulle n’egalera jamais, 

Landrirotte, 

La divine Montmorency, 

Landriri. 

Among the hangers-on at the hotel was an unfortu- 
nate })oet named Neuf^rmain, a source of perpetual 
amusement and ridicule to all of them. Voiture the 
ingenious imagined one day a rebellion of all those 
letters of the alphabet which had not the honour of 
forming part of the Jiame of this great and famous 
bard. Jujuter attempts to appease the commotion : — 

Well you know, illustrious band, 

Servants over true and tried 
(Yours the aid that in my hand 
Placed the sceptre and the pride), 

Consultation long wo had 
Ere that noble name we made. 

By a forethought quite divine, 

Tn the name, whose echoes sound 
Like a trumpet clear and fine, 

Vowels four their place have found. 

But, my consonantal friends, 

Hero my godlike forethought ends. 

B and C with S and L, 

P and T with them combined, 

Share of glory claim as well 
In this name a place to find ; 

Even, I regret to say. 

Useless Q must join the fray. 
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B, who malses our Blessings real, 

B, without whose potent arm 
Beauty we could never feel ; 

C, too, queen of every Charm, 

Swear to seek the shades below 
If they must this fame forego. 

Then comes P, with haughty eye — 

Ho alone makes half a Pope — 

Praycir gives up and Piety 

If wo grant him not his hope ; 

Nothing more remains but this — 

Patience — ^with Paralysis. 

T comes next — and this is grave — 

For our Thunder T doth lead, 

Threatens too our ranks to leave ; 

Why, if P and T secede, 

Power and Thunder both are gone. 

Leaving us an empty throne. 

Como then, bo contented all, 

Nothing else I see but this. 

Call him — as the letters fall, 

See you, each, that none doth miss — 

Call him, though the name be quaint, 

Sir Bdolneufghermicropsant. 

Madcinoisollc de Bourbon said that Voituro ought to 
be preserved in sugar ; his portrait at least is drawn in 
hoiK*yed sweetness by Mile, do Scud6ri, in the Grand 
Cyrus/ ^ under the name of Callicrates : — 

The third was a man of humble birth, named Callicrates, who 
by his esprit was raised to terms of equality with whatever there 
was of greatness at Paphos, both among ladies and men. He wrote 
agreeably in verse and prose, and in a style so gallant and nnnsual 
that it might almost be said that he invented it : at least I know 
that no ono has ever imitated it, and I think that no one ever 'will, 
for out of the purest trifle he would produce a delightful letter, and 
out of the most sterile subject, the lowest, the most common, ho 
would produce something agreeable and brilliant. His conversation 
was very diverting on certain days, but it was unequal, and there 
were moments when he wearied the world as much as it wearied ^ 
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him. In fact there was a delicacy in his intellect which might al- 
most be called caprice, so excessive was it. His person was not 
remarkably well made, but he made the open profession of gallan- 
try. . . . 

If Voiturc loved anybody it was Ang^lique Paulet, 
“ la Lionne,” but I tliink he gave up the idea of marriage 
very early. His birth prevented him from marrying 
any of the ladies he met in his circle, and his inclina- 
tions ])revented him from marrying beneath that rank. 
He was a gambler, and unlike Benserade, was as pugna- 
cious as a terrier, always ready to fight. ' He died 
young, before he Avas forty years of age. 

After the death of Voiture, Benserade Avrote his cele- 
brated “ Job’^ sonnet. It was prefixed to a poetical 
paraphrase of that j)oem, and compared his OAvn suffer- 
ings and patience with those of the great Sheikh, with a 
leaning in favour of himself. Of course it occurred to 
nobody that there was bad taste in this. The sonnet, 
not the paraphrase — the Book of Job not being favour- 
ite reading — was at first immensely admired. Every- 
body read it, and everybody went into raptutes over it, 
until, in an evU moment, somebody asked the question 
Avhether it Avas better than Voiture’s sonnet to Uranie. 
The question Avas like the golden apple, for it pro- 
duced angry battles, the consumption of oceans of ink, 
bad tempers, and much disputation. Parties were 
formed and sides taken. The Prince de Conti headed 
the party of the Jobelins, or supporters of Bei^^erade ; 
his sister, Madame de Longue ville, was the chief of the 
Uraniam. Then — but Avhy -write the history of the 
squabble ? You will find it in the chronicles of the 
times. 

Only, as I am quite sure the two sonnets have never 
yet been put together in an English form; let me, in 
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rivalry with the late Mr. Webster, give you the two. 
The first is Voiture’s : — 

It rests, to end with, love of Uraiiie, 

Absence nor time may cure me of this pain ; 

Nothing to help, nothing to ease, 1 see, 

Nothing to win my liberty again. 

Long time I know her rigour, but I think 
Still on her beauty — wherefore I must die ; 

Content I fall, blessing my doom I sink. 

Nor aught against her tyrant rigour cry. 

But sometimes Reason feebly lifts her voice. 

Bids mo throw off this thraldom, and rejoice : 

Then when I listen and her aid would prove. 

After all efforts spent, in mere despair, 

She says that Uranie alone is fair, 

And, more than all my senses, bids me love. 

That is Voiture. 

Now hear the gallant Abb6: — 

Job, with a thousand troubles cursed, 

Here shows you what his troubles wore, 

And as ho goes from worse to worst. 

Asks for your sympathetic tear. 

Behold his story, simple, plain. 

Told by himself for your fair eyes : 

And steel your heart to watch the pain 
Gf one who suffers, one who sighs. 

Yet think — although he suffer’d much. 

His troubles great, his patience such — 

That some may still more patient bo ; 

To all the listening world he groaned. 

His pains to every friend bemoaned ; 

I, silent, suffer more than he. 

For my own part, I think the two sonnets, in trans- 
lation at least, of equal merit. Let us give them an 

Honorary Fourth.” 

Voiture died in 1648. Benserade not till many years 
later. At seventy he posed a theatrical farewell to 
Love : — 



204 


VOITUUE AND BEN8EBADE. 


Adieu, fortune, lionnours : adieu, vous et Ics v&tres, 

Jo vione ici tout oublicr : 

Adieu, toi-meme, Amour ; bieix plus que tous les autres 
Difficile a congedier. 

Then he retired to his little house at Chantilly, 
where he pai'aphrased Psalms, read madrigals, -wrote 
sonnets on his trees, and odes on everything. Like 
the trees themselves, they have all perished and wo I’e- 
gret them no more. At the advanced age of eighty- 
one he died, being killed by the bungling of a surgeon 
who cut an artery, and then ran away leaving him to 
bleed to death. SeneccS wrote an epitaph for him : — 

Tbreo marvellous gifts had this wonderfal man, 

Posteiii.y, road, and believe if you can ; 

Ho was satirist, yet had no hatred to fear, 

For his satire, was liked none the worse ; 

He was ever in love till his eightieth year. 

And found fortune in writing of verse. 




Chapter XL 


THE PARASITES. 

You seo how all coudiiiouR, how all minds 
(As well of glib and slippery creatures as 
Of grave and austere quality) tender down 
Their services to Lord Timon . — Tiyion of Athens, 

HE FrcTich nobles of the seventeenth 
century invented a method of beguiling 
the tedium of life quite peculiar to them- 
selves, greatly superior to the old plan of 
keeping a fool, and illustrative of their 
stage of civilization. They kept a scholar. The quali- 
fications necessary for any candidate for this office were 
good manners, scholarship, an unfailing stock of high 
spirits, power of rep^tee, discretion, so as to know 
when to stop, the power of writing vers d' occasion^ and 
the gift of mimicry. The emoluments of the post were 
a free run of the table, a 2)ension of so many crowns, 
according to the liberality and means of the chief^ and 
a charge upon some priory, abbey, or other ecclesiasti- 
cal endowment. When the chief ceased to laugh, or 
ceased to breathe, the pension would go, but the 
benefice remained. . 
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If the nobles thought it creditable thus to make use 
of ft scholar, the scholars themselves thought it ex- 
tremely honourable to enact the part of the courtly 
buffoon. Saint Aman't, we have seen, was “ protected ” 
by one great man after another. But he was a de 2 )cn- 
dant of quite a dilfforcnt order, being ever a gentleman, 
a soldiOT, possessed of family pride, of self-respect. The 
jmrasites ftre of the gown, not of the sword. They are 
lower in social rank, they have no idea of the dignity 
of man, they arc of inferior genius, and save that their 
influence, j)olitical as well as social, was in a few cases 
quite out of proportion to their abilities, hardly deserve 
a notice at all. There are two of them all, however, 
who stand out from the rest, both men of importance in 
their own day, both privileged buffoons, both represen- 
tative men of their order, both so far snatched by the 
historian from oblivion as to present a forcible example 
of the virtues, the nobility, the elevatTon of character, 
generated by a life of flatteries and dej^endence. One 
of them was the privileged buffoon of the Duke de 
Richelieu; the other, a much smaller creature, of the 
little humpback Armand de Bourbon, Prince de Conti, 
and brother of the great Cond4. 

Let us begin with the latter as the less important. 

His name was Jean-Frangois Sarasin, and he was the 
son of a certain treasurer of finance, born at Caen in 
the year 1604. Studies finished and parents dead, he 
turned his pro])erty, worth 30,000 livres, into Cush, and 
removed to Paris. He was introduced by Ang^lique 
, Paulet to Madame de Rambouillet, and being an ex- 
tremely clever, amusing young fellow, was made a good 
.deal of in the circles where Voiture and Benserade 
already reigned. Here, too, he met Anne de Bourbon, 
afterwards Duchess of Longueville, then the' most rest- 
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less, the most ambitious, the most clevCr woman of her 
time. Among the other friends of the period was 
Manage, at whose Saturdays he ^as a constant atten- 
dant, Charleval, Pdllisson, and Scud4ri, both the 
vainglorious George and his sister. At the outset 
Sarasin proposed to hknself the life of a mam of letters, 
coujiled with such pleasures as Paris only ciln - afford. 
He began by a “Dissertation on Chess,”' ai “History of 
the Siege of Dunkirk,” that of the “ Conspiracy of Val- 
stein,” a bundle of Latin verses, and such-like small 
matters, equal dn . bulk, jwobably, to the life-work of one 
of these degenerate times, but nothing in the eyes of 
such producers of folios as the scholars of his time. 

Scholarship alone is not an expensive occupation; 
but when you combine with letters the amusements of 
a man about town, a capital of 30,000 livres is apt to 
melt with astonishing rapidity. This was exactly the 
case with Sarasin!^ He found himself one day without 
a penny. 

liy this time, however, he had made friends. One of 
these, M. de Chavigny, knowing the man’s genius, per- 
suaded him to go to Rome, and see what he could gbt. 
from Pope Urban YIII., ahvays ready to welcome French 
men of letters. He further lent Sarasin 4,000 francs 
to pay his expenses. The jjoet took the money, but in- 
stead of going to Rome with it, spent it with a “ lady of 
the Rue Quincampoix,” turning up again when it was 
all gone. 

Some men get very early in life a fatal reputation for 
irresponsibility. What in others is dishonesty, treachery, 
falsehood, is in them proof of a sweet, innocent, child- 
like character, which only sins because it knows not the 
world. That Sarasin was false, dishonest, treacherous, 
never seems to have struck his friends as worthy their 
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condemnation. It was all part of the joke, part of 
Sarasin’s character. So, when he appropriated the 
4,000 francs everybody laughed, including M. de 
Chavigny, and said it was capital, just like Sarasin, 
exactly what he might have been expected to do. 

He then, with that ostentation of self-interest which 
marks his type, married for money. Finding that his 
wife gave him none, he first neglected, and finally left 
her, making epigrams upon her age, her ugliness, her 
bad temper, and her miserly habits. Probably the 
poor woman Avished only to keep her house together and 
herself from ruin ; perhaps her temjAer had its provoca- 
tions ; perhaps she was not so ugly as hcr/lmsband re- 
presented her. Anyhow Madame Sarasin languished and 
scolded at home, while her husband enjoyed himself in 
the great world, being now a habitue of the court of 
the Princess dc Bourbon, mother of Cond6, Conti, and 
the Duchess de Longueville. The fetes of Chantilly 
and the society of all these lords and ladies had for 
Sarasin a charm which no tlomestic felicity could com- 
pete with. It was at Chantilly that he read his one 
good poem, the “Pompe Fun^bre de Voiture.” It was 
here, too, that he read his famous Sonnet on Eve. This 
really does deserve being rescued from oblivion. I leave 
it in French, because it Avould inevitably spoil by any 
translation of mine : — 

LorBqu’Adam \it cetto jeuno beanto, 

Faite pour lui d’une main immortelle, 

S’il I’aima fort, elle, de son cdte, 

(Dont bien nous prit) ne lui fut point cruelle. 

Cher Charleval, alors en veritc 

Je crois qu’il fut uno femme fidcle. 

Mais comme quoi ne Taurait-dlle 6td ? 

Bile n’avait qu’un seul homme avec elle. 

Or en cela nous nous trompons tons deux ; 

Car, bien qu’Adam fut jeuno et vigoureux, " 
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Bien fait de corps et d’esprit agreable, 
Elle aima mieux, pour s’en faire center, 
Prefer Toreillo anx fleurettes du Diable, 
Que d’etre femme et ne pas coqueter. 


It was also to please Madame de Longueville that he 
entered into the famous “ Job ” controversy, and wrote 
a “ Glose ” of fourteen verses, every one of which ends 
with one of the lines of the sonnet. 

He was already, though this was a talent not yet 
fully cultivated, a mimic of some reputation. “ Preach 
like a Cordelier,” Madame de Longueville would order 
him. Then would he fold his hands and preach like 
a Cordelier. “ Now like a Capuchin.” And then like 
a Capuchin. 

We read no more of historical dissertations, or Latin 
poems. Quite another style of literature was demanded 
at Chantilly, and Sarasin was engaged in such courtly 
erotics as the following : — 

Tircis, tell me wby your lorers 
All alike in wooing are ? 

Weeping, sighing, 

Sobbing, crying, 

Love-locks tearing, 

And despairing. 

Do they think that women care 
For a man who can’t be gay, 

When the Loves, that children are, 

Nothing do but laugh all day ? 

Or this, which is lighter still : — 

To call her an angel — 

Your Phillis — 

I musi^ say, my friend. 

Very ill is. 

New comparisons seek 
Till you’ve got one ; 

For angels I know 
And she ’s not one. 

P 
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I own she is graceful, 

Tour Phillis, 

But no more divine 
Than the lilies : 

These extravagant praises, 

Get free of them, 

For angels I know ; 

Know three of them. 

It was a pleasant time, this of Chantilly, before the 
Fronde came and all the circle was broken up. With 
the Fronde began, not so much the evil days of 
Sarasin, as the days of his real degradation. Hitherto, 
he had been a favourite, a court poet, an amateur actor, 
but always in a position which allowed him self-respect. 
Henceforth he is to be a professional buffoon, a secret 
spy, and a traitor. For he entered into the service of 
Armand de Bourbon, Prince of Conti, nominally as his 
secretary, actually as his amuser. The prince was a 
hunchback, with an inordinate ambition to be thought 
a general ; he was also a libertine who had periodical 
fits of repentance and motose piety. On such occasions 
he and the aecretaries would spend whole days at 
church services, the secretaries, openly very devout, 
winking at each other behind his back, anxious only 
that the mood should pass. He Avas also jealous, sus- 
picious, and irritable. Not the best sort of prince to 
get on with, and Sarasin had need of all his tact and 
power of comedy to manager his man. 

Part of the life of Sarasin belongs noAV to th^istory 
of France. For it Avas he who secretly negotiated with 
Nfazarin about the hand of his niece for the, prince ; he 
it was who stood between the prince and Madame de 
iDngueville ; he it was who told all the lies, 1)etrayed 
one trtlst after another ; he it Avas who endeavoured to 
grule the Prince through his mistresses. Once or twice 
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he got found out. A letter which he had written to 
Mazarin beginning, “ This little hunchback who calls 
himself a general,” was intercepted and brought to the 
prince, who naturally enough found the commence- 
ment ungrateful ; Sarasin was ordered from his presence, 
but a few days afterwards he came back again, and was 
reinstated in favour. On another occasion, the Prince 
finding his affairs in the greatest disorder, looked every- 
where for help, even asking his oAvn servants to advance 
him money. Sarasin declared, smiting his breast, that 
all he had in the world was the prince’s, but that un- 
fortunately he had not a sou. Shortly after, the prince 
found out that he had made a little purse of 20,000 
livres which he kept back and said nothing about. 
There was, as might be expected, more unpleasantness 
about this. 

The end of this man was worthy Sf his life. He was 
poisoned by an offended husband at the age of foi’ty- 
three. The prince, his master, was for an hour or two 
profoundly afflicted, being relieved from his grief by a 
troop of comedians who played before liim in the even- 
ing. One mam only mourned for him; Pellisson the 
plain,’ Pellisson the faithful, made a pilgrimage to 
Pezenas and wept over his grave. Pellisson was a Pro- 
testant, but thinking it well to lose no possible chances 
in favour of his fnend, he paid money for masses to be 
said for the rerf of his soul. It would certainly seem 
as if the soul of Sarasin wanted every little help that 
his friends could afford. 

But we soar to a higher flight, and turn*to contem- 
plate anS admire one of the greatest men that his gene- 
ration saw. Great in his buffooneries, great in his 
flatteries, ^eat in his vices, he was, perhaps, greater 
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than all in his utter and absolute freedom from any 
single one of those qualities which ordinarily go to 
make a man respected. Their absence it is which calls 
for the world’s admiration in Frangois le Metel do 
Boisrobert. 

He was a churchman, with no belief ; he owned the 
finest wit in the world and used it all for buflfoonery ; 
he was a profligate stained with every vice of his time 
— a much worse time, on the whole, than our own ; he 
was a gambler and a drunkard ; he was as full of 
tricks as I*anurge ; he was as worthless as any habitual 
criminal ; he had not common honesty ; he had no 
scruples of honour, conscience, or principle. If he had 
any good quality at all it was in a sentimental leaning 
towards generosity, for like most luxurious men he did 
not like the sight of distress, which annoyed his sense 
of ease. And he had one great gift ; he was not only 
the best mimic of the time, but he was a fine and 
finished actor. Added to this, he had an unlimited 
supply of good spirits, a resolution always to accept the 
situation and make the best of it, and a power of wit 
and repartee which would make the fortune of a modern 
novelist. His function in life, to make people laugh ; 
his ambition, to go on getting plenty to eat and drink ; 
his dread, that he might fitid the supplies run short. 
It is not good to be a buffoon ; few positions in life are 
more incompatible with dignity than those, of clown and 
pantaloon; but it is good to have buffoons. j)ii''oltaire 
says : — 

Tons les gene gais ont le don pi^cieux 

Pe mettre en bon train tons les gens serienz. 

Boisrobert was born at Caen in Normandy in the year 
1592, his father having been aprocureur, and his mother 
a woman of some pretensions to nobility, so that, as he 
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tells us, there were conjugal squabbles on the inferiority 
of the husband’s position. His father brought him up to 
the bar ; he was called, and had begun to plead, when in 
1616 , then only twenty-four years of age, he suddenly 
gave up the profession and went to Paris. The reason of 
this abrupt ending to his professional career was some 
scandal connected Avith a young person and two babies. 
The barrister was interrupted in the midst of an elo- 
quent harangue in the courts by the appearance of 
the lady, and her loudly-expressed opinions as to his 
conduct ; and as, though silenced once, she returned 
again to the attack, the scandal was too great to be en- 
dured, and he fled. Scandal, however, though not 
about this misadventure, ran after him, and never left 
him so long as he breathed these upper airs. 

In Paris, and no longer pleading before the courts, 
he could reckon on being safe from this jxirsecutor at 
least, and possibly, being still very young, he Avas able 
actually to form good resolutions for the future. It is 
charitable to suppose so, though the good resolutions 
met the fate that generally attends these children of 
sorrow. He managed to get introduced at court and 
among the great nobles, then an exceedingly easy mat- 
ter, provided one had certain credentials of scholarship, 
good spirits, and poetry. Presently, however, there 
stared him in the face the difficulty of paying his way. 
First of all, and as a stop-gap, he hit upon a device 
which was as novel as it was ingenious. * He went 
about among his patrons asking not for money, but for 
books Avith which to 'complete his library. These "were 
freely given, and as fast as he got them he sold them, 
clearing, as we are told, five or six thousand francs by 
the transaction. “ The only life possible for a poet,” 
says the author of the “ Roman Bourgeois,” “ is to haunt 
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the court, the ruelles, and the academies ; to send letters 
to all the great men, to compose verses for the maids 
of honour, and to write ballets.” This was exactly 
Boisrobert’s opinion. He began by haunting the court 
and writing verses for the ladies, and then went on to 
write the libretto for the court ballets. 

The ballet, originally an Italian invention, Avas then 
an entertainment in great vogue among great people, 
and offered opportunities for display of dancing, sing- 
ing, and little gallantries. It consisted of five acts, 
each containing therein six, nine, or even twelve 
entries, every entree carrying on the action with a 
dance and a song. In 1623, Boisrobert, with Th^o- 
phile and two or three others as coUaborateurs, brought 
out his first ballet. Before this he had been attached 
to the court of Marie de M6dicis, at Blois, for whom he 
engaged to Avrite a translation of the “ Pastor Fido.” 

In 1625 he went to England with Madame de 
Chevreuse on the occasion of the marriage of Henrietta 
Avith Charles the First. Here he made an enemy in 
the person of Lord Holland, first by calling the climate 
of England barbarous, which, if it had been this year 
1872-73, might have been pardoned by the greatest 
jMitriot; and, secondly, through a trick of Madame de 
Chevreuse, who hid the king and Lord Holland behind 
the tapestry, and then made Boisrobert mimic the latter, 
which he did only too Avell. 

Four or rfive years later he made the greatept mis- 
take that a man can })0S8ibly commit ; for he took orders, 
being wholly unfit for the work. He got preferment, 
it is true, but he paid the penalty through life of a 
false jjosition ; and his ecclesiastical garb sat upon him 
about as easily and as comfortably as that leaden cowl 
which adorns certain souls in Dante’s Hell.’ . He was 
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ordained by the Pope, who laid hands upon him sud- 
denly, and without that inquiry into his morals which 
is thought proper in the Anglican Church; for from 
the very first moment of receiving the tonsure to his 
death, Boisrobert was a disgrace to his order. * 

But the Pope was a man of letters, and fallible on 
the literary side. When, three years later, the young 
priest obtained a canonry at Kouen, his friends ex- 
horted him to observe a certain amount of decorum, 
])ointing out the necessity of outward seeming in a 
bcneficed ecclesiastic ; he listened, laughed, and did not 
reform, going to llouen as seldom as he possibly could, 
cursing the day when he left Paris, and every day that 
he was absent. He managed to scandalize his chapter 
while down there, by having the audacity to promise 
a young lady who was ill one day that the cathedral 
bells should be silent. Now of all days in the year it 
was that' of the Nativity of the Virgin, and you might 
just as well ask the Dean of Westminster to silence his 
bells on Christmas Day, because on tha,t day they were 
accustomed and privileged to make a great deal more 
noise than usual. The indignant chapter ordered every 
available bell to be set ringing all day long, and then 
laid an interdict on the offender. Boisrobert got jthe 
interdict removed, and explained to the young lady that 
his request had failed because the chapter were dazzled 
by the charms of her rival. 

Another of his amusements at Eouen was to get up 
theatricals in the form of mysteries. On one occasion, 
after arranging his piece, the “Death of Abel,” and cast- 
ing his characters, a lady offered to pay all the expenses 
if her son might act. To get all the expenses paid was 
a great thing; to find a character for the aspirant 
was impossible. Boisrobert rose to the occasion. He 
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invented a new part, dressed the boy in red velvet, called 
him the Blood of Abel^ and had him rolled, «p and down 
the stage, bawling “Vengeance!” But these little 
distractions were not enough to soothe the melancholy 
of his “exile. He was as sad as if Rouen had been 
Tomi, and Normandy Pontus; wrote letters to his 
friends, begging them to bear in mind that he only 
stayed away from Paris for the money, only said 
mass for the fees^ and continually regretted the society 
he had left behind. There came at last an opportunity 
of which he gladly availed himself, of remaining alto- 
gether in Paris. Richelieu, who already entertained 
Bautru as privileged jester, was ready to engage, so to 
speak, another; just as we sometimes see two clowns 
on the stage in a pantomime. Boisrobert, with gifts 
and graces far superior to those of Bautru, offered him- 
self. Thenceforth he was to the great minister a 
necessary of existence. Richelieu loaded him with 
offices and emoluments; gave him the abbey of Ch^- 
tUlon-sur-Seine, the priory of Fert6-sur-Aube, and 
several other benefices; named him grand chaplain 
to the king, and gave him' letters of nobility for his 
father. 

Here, now, is an excellent opportunity for the indig- 
nation of a satirist. “See,” says a Juvenal, “how Cor- 
neille is left to starve while Boisrobert gets fat ; a Homer 
begs his way while a buffoon eats and drinks of the best, 
and is clothed in purple. Is it, then, better to be « mimie 
than to be a poet?” It certainly is; in every age of the 
world’shistory it has paid to make people laugh; he stands 
best with his publisher who writes things that amuse; 
and a great comedian can command his own terms. 
F or myself, not being an indignant satirist, I entirely 
sympathize with the world. It is so rare, this amusing 
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faculty, so seldom that one gets the enormous enjoy- 
ment of an uncontrolled and uncontrollable laugh, that 
I refuse to point the finger of scorn at Richelieu. I 
envy him the power of retaining Boisrobert, and I 
should like, if I were a cardinal, to have at my table 
every day a man who Avould be always witty, always 
amusing, always clever, and always scholarly. To be 
sure, the minister might have done something more for 
the great Corneille; but it must have been weary, 
weary work, listening to those tragedies. Find me, if 
you can, any living person who habitually reads Racine 
or Corneille for pleasure. 

Boisrobert’ s great faculty was his dramatic way of 
telling a story. . Those with which he amused the car- 
dinal are aU lost, except one preserved for us by Tallc- 
mant des Reaux. It is of a wicked trick perpetrated 
on Mademoiselle de Gournay, the adopted daughter 
of Montaigne, and the author of the “ Ombre.” She 
was old and unmarried ; poor, too ; of extremely sensi- 
tive literary nerves, and lived her long life in a vapour- 
bath of admiration and respect for the great Montaigne. . 
She was also a great stickler for the language of the 
sixteenth century, against the innovations proposed by 
Malherbe, Colombay, and their school. 

The chevaliers De Bueil and Yvrande learning that 
the poet Racan was going to pay a visit of ceremony to 
this lady, conceived the brilliant idea of personating 
him, one after the other, on the day of his visit. De 
Bueil, actually a cousin of Racan, was the first to call. 
Mile, de Gournay was making verses. He introduced 
himself as M. Racan, made her a thousand compli- 
ments, and presently went away, leaving her in a rap- 
ture at such unaccustomed flattery. Directly he was 
well out of the house, Yvrande, who found the door 
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half open, stepped in unceremoniously. She was talking 
over her late visitor to her companion, Mile. Jamyn. 

“ I enter without knocking, mademoiselle, but the 
illustrious Mile, dc Gournay must not be treated as a 
common person.” 

“ That is a very pretty compliment,” she answered. 
“Jamyn, my tablets to put it down. And turn out 
the cat, while I talk to this gentleman.” 

“ I have come to thank you,” went on the chevalier, 
“ for the honour you have done me in sending me your 
book.” 

“ My book, monsieur? I have not sent you one, but I 
certainly should have done so. Jamyn, a copy of the 
‘ Ombre,’ for monsieur.” 

“ But I have one, mademoiselle. To prove it let me 
remind you of such and such a passage, in such a 
chapter.” 

Then he informed her that in return he had brought 
her some of his own verses. She took them and read. 
“This is very good, Jamyn,” she said. “Jamyn, I 
must tell you, monsieur, is a daughter of Amadis 
Jamyn, page to Ronsard, which connects us with the 
past. This is very good. Here, perhaps, you Malher- 
bize; here you imitate Oolombay — but it is all very 
good, very good indeed. May I only ask your name?” 

“ My name, mademoiselle, is Racan.” 

“Ah! you are laughing at me?” 

“Laugh at you? laugh at Mile, de Gourafty, the 
daughter by adoption of the great Montaigne, that il- 
lustrious lady of whom Lipsius himself said, ‘Videamus 
quid sit paritura ista virgo? ’ ” 

“Very well — it is all very well,” she replied, “but 
the gentleman who just left me told me he was M. 
Racan. Youth will laugh at age ; I am glad, however, 
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to have met two such handsome and agreeable gentle- 
men.” 

So, with more compliments, they parted. 

A moment afterwards, Racan himself came up the 
stairs. He was neither handsome nor agreeable. More- 
over he was asthmatic, and was out of breath with the 
effort of getting up the stairs, so that he came in puffing 
and panting. 

“ Mademoiselle,” he began, “ excuse my taking a 
chair.” He had an impediment in his speech, too; 
stammered, and was always in difficulty over some of 
the more arduous consonants, such as s and r. 

“ Mademoiselle,” he went on, “ I will tell you in 
a quarter of an hour or so, why I come to see you . . . 
when I get my breath. AVhy the devil do you live so 
high up? Phew — those stairs. Mademoiselle, I am 
obliged to you for the copy of your book.” 

“Jamyu,” said the lady, outraged by the puffing 
bard’s allusion to her poverty, “disabuse this gentle- 
man. I have given no copies except to M. Malherbe 
and M. Racan.'’ 

“ Racan . . Racan . . C’est moi.” 

“ Jamyn, be good enough to attend. This is a very 
pretty story, is it not? At least the other two were 
gentlemen. This fellow is a mere buffoon.” 

“ Mademoiselle, I am Racan himself.” 

“ I don’t care who you are,” she cried in a rage, 
“ you are the greatest fool of the three.” 

He took his own book of poems and offered to recite 
them by heart. But'she raged all the more, and began 
to screech and cry “ Thieves ! ” till Racan slipped away 
as fast as he could. 

Next day, she learned the real truth, and of course 
wrote a letter of abject apology. 



220-. ' • - PABASITE8. 

f- , 

Boisrobert made a little play but of it, which he used 
to act all by himself, representing them each in turn, the 
poor old lady, her faithful Jamyn, the sympathy of the 
cat, and the three Racans. He played it before Racan 
himself, who laughed till the tears ran doAvn his face, 
crying, “ It’s all true .... it’s all true.” 

Poor Mademoiselle de Gournay ! But she lost no- 
thing by the joke, because Boisrobert got a pension 
from the cardinal for her, another for the faithful Jamyn, 
and another for the cat. 

He used his influence with the cardinal for a good 
many people ; for Mairet, who had done him all the 
mischief he could ■; for Gombaut, who had called his 
verses detestable ; for all who asked him, except his own 
brothers and nej)hews, who came croAvding about the 
great man of the family, pestering for appointments : — 

S’ils eiaioiit morts, je vivraiR trop heuroux, 

Car je n’ai peino au monde qne par eux. 

As for his literary work at this time, it consisted in 
writing epistles in verse, not so good as^ those of Saint 
Amant^ and in helping Richelieu with his very bad 
plays. But then it is not as a great writer that we may 
remember Boisrobert. It was he who first suggested the 
formation of the French Academy.^ It grew out of a 
reunion held weekly, of certain second-rate poets, at the 

^ It was not, after all, the first French Academy. In 1570 
Charles IX. granted letters patent to an Academy oPpoets and 
scholars which used to meet in the house of Antoine de Baif. The 
members had the privilege of sitting in the presence of the king. 
After the death of Charles, Henry III. made ont new letters patent, 
writing them himself, and making his mother and the great lords 
and ladies of the court sign them. Then the Academy met twice 
a week at court, bolding discussions, with music. Among the mem- 
bers were Ronsard, Amadis Jamyn, Guy du Faur de Pibrac, 
Philippe Desportes, and Agrippa d’Aubign5, 
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house of Boisrobert’s friend Conrart. Would you like 
to hear something of the ^»ery first Academicians ? The}^ 
consisted of Conrart, Godeau, Gombaut, Giry, Haber t, 
Ccrisy, Malleville, and S'erisay. 

Of these the best-known now is Conrart, the first 
perpetual secretary of the newly-born Academy. He 
held the office for more than forty years, living a peace- 
ful quiet life, now and then producing some little work 
of no great merit, but carefully executed, and was 
always a friend of everybody. Godeau, a better poet 
and scholar than Conrart, was his cousin. He was very 
small and very ugly, and so great a favourite at the 
H6tel de Rambouillet that they called him le nain de 
la princesse Julie. He became a bishop, and an exem- 
plary bishop. As for his books they were many, but 
probably did not cause so much improvement to the 
human race as the example of his godly life. 

Gombaut, the third on our list, was also a very respect- 
able poet, and a highly respectable member of society. 
He lived to be nearly a hundred years of age, wrote a 
goodly quantity of verse, once very pojmlar, and had 
the misfortune of seeing himself forgotten long before 
he died. The best thing recorded of Gombaut is, that 
once when Cardinal Richelieu pointed to a passage in 
his verses saying, “ There are some things here that I 
do not understand,” the poet replied simply, “ That is 
not my fault.” As we have seen, Boisrobert helped 
him to a pension. 

Guy, of Avhom also nothing but praise must be 
written, was a lawyer of great repute who had also 
literary proclivities. He published certain translations 
and had the great credit of writing better French than 
any living person. 

Habert, not Franjois Habert, the poor poet of the six- 
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tcenth century, was soldier as well as poet. He fought 
more than he wrote ; that is to say, his poetry is but 
*one poem, and his sieges were many. He was killed at 
the siege of Emmerdick, in Hainault, being then com- 
missary of artillery. He was one of those charged 
Avith the formation of the constitution of the New 
Academy. 

Cerisy, Habert dc Cerisy, was his younger brother, 
also a poet and a soldier. Malleville, of whom Boileau 
writes — 

A peino dans Gombauld, Majnard, on Malleville 
En pent-on admirer deux on trois entre mille — 

gave up his life to the manufacture of sonnets. It 
was an innocent oecupation, doing no harm to any- 
body, and as wo are not now, whatever his contem- 
poraries were, obliged to read his poems, let us say no 
hard things about him. Serisay, to complete the list 
of this learned society, was also a poet, no doubt ex- 
tremely good, eould we find time to read him. He Avas 
also a great pedant in language, Avantihg to proscribe 
all sorts of familiar locutions, such as d’autant, toutefois, 
encore.^ and others, so that we wonder what the French 
language Avould have been had he been allowed to work 
his wicked will upon it. Manage wrote of him : — 

Bref, ce d61icat Serisay 
Eust ebaque mot feminise, 

Sans respect ny d’analogie, 

Ny d’aulcune etymologie. 

.This was the first circle ; one of commonplace and re- 
spectable mediocrities, prigs and pedants, Avith literary 
ambitions and aspiring airs, disposed to form a mutual 
adpoiLration society. Furet was the first stranger intro- 
duced into the little band of poets. He read there his 
“Honn^te Homme,” and was immediatelyelec'ted a mem- 
ber. Then came Desmarets de Saint-Sorlin, the first 
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chancellor of the Acaflemy, and one of the most sin- 
gular characters of the time, but of limited genius. 
On the foundation of the society, in 1634, a few more 
were admitted, but chiefly for their social positions, 
and out of deference to the cardinal. 

Such were the first members of the French Academy. 
Richelieu’s purpose in founding it seems clear. It was 
not to purify, or even to foster, literature. It was to 
bring literature within court influence ; to counteract 
the dangers of the press; to establish a body of men, 
the ablest writers of their time, who should be bound 
by self-interest to support the existing order. More 
could not be expected of a minister who preferred his 
own comedies to those of Corneille; and as for the 
men who were the first Academicians, so long as they 
were respectable it was all he cared for. The real 
genius of the time was not in the Academy at all. It 
was at the H6tel de Rambouillet, the rival establish- 
ment ; and it was npt till many years afterwards, after 
Boileau, La Fontaine, and Racine had dignified the 
name of Academician, that the real influence of the 
Academy began. We know the history of the “ forty- 
first chair ; •” how great men have been systematically 
kept out and small men admitted ; but all deductions 
made, it is and always has been the greatest honour 
that a man of letters can achieve to be elected one of 
the Forty. The outsiders have avenged their defeat by 
countless epigrams, but they would nevertheless all 
like to be admitted. And the credit of establishing 
the French Academy belongs to the man wlio 'first 
su gg ested it — ^the buflFoon Boisrobert. He himself was 
proud of ,,the act : — ^ 

Je snis abb4 mitre: 

Plus grands rimeurs ont plus mal rencontr^ ; 

Et j’eus encer fortune assez amie 

Quand j#forinai I’illustre Academie. 
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ing of the two, when the minister recalled the buffoon, 
was affecting ; for when Richelieu burst into tears on 
seeing his favourite again, Boisrobert, at this critical 
moment, could not force a single tear. What was to 
be done? Only one thing. He fell back in a pre- 
tended fit, as if stifled with suppressed emotion. They 
carried him away and bled him, and presently the de- 
sired tears came, and his credit for sensibility was 
re-established. But Richelieu died immediately after 
the reconciliation, and the Abb6 Mondori found himself, 
at fifty years of age, free to laugh or not as he pleased, 
and well provided with good things in the shaj^e of bene- 
fices. He lost, however, the power which had formerly 
given him dignity, and was reduced to the position of a 
simple ecclesiastic about town, an (Me de la cour. Then 
he writes to Mazarin and complains of his fall from the 
lofty jx)sition of actual to that of would-be favourite. 
“You ought to pity me,” he says, “you who have seen 
me appear in the cabinet of a great and puissant master, 
now reduced to look about for a jdace among those who 
try to catch your eye. And all in vain, for you ever pass 
elsewhere.” 

Was it then agreeable, this position of jester, lackey, 
humble friend to a minister? Does a time come 
when the jingle of the golden fetters is a sweet and re- 
freshing sound to a great man’s slave ? 

He went on telling stories, and saying good things. 
Thus the Prince de Conti one day called out t^ him at 
the theatre, when they were acting a piece of his, 
“ Boisrobert, it is a wretched piece.” “ Monseigneur,” 
he replied, “ you overwhelm me by these praises in my 
presence. ’ 

He wrote verses at the time of the troubles against 
the Frondeurs. The Coadjutor, of course the leading 
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spirit of the Fronde, heard of them, and sent for him. 
“ Recite me your verses, Boisrobert,” iie said. “ With 
the greatest pleasure,” replied the abbd; but, as if 
struck with a sudden thought, went to the window, 
opened it, and looked down. “ Ma foy ! monseigneur, 
I shall do nothing of the sort. Your window is much 
too high.” ^ 

One day, again, Madame d’Aiguillon begun to abuse 
him for his notorious evil life. “ They say everywhere, 
Boisrobert, that you are an Atheist.” “ Madame, they 
will say anything. They say everywhere that you 

” “ Boisrobert !” “ Madame, 1 assure you that 

I have never believed them.” 

To stop some of the scandals about him the autho- 
rities ordered him to perform mass sometimes, and it was 
then an edifying thing for the fashionable world to go 
to church on these occasions and actually see him doing 
it. “ Look at him,” the ladies whispered, “ his 
chasuble is made out of Ninon’s petticoat.” And once 
when talking of genealogies and ancient names, he said 
that, his name being Metel, he had a perfect right to 
call himself Metellus. “ So,” said some one, “ that it 
is not Metellus Pius.” 

When he was between sixty and seventy, the court 
exiled him from his beloved Paris, making as an excuse 
a certain volley of oaths that he had discharged after a 
heavy night of play. For, among other little weak- 
nesses, M. Boisrobert was a gambler. They had him 
back after a while, and the old life went on again. He 
published his epistles in verse, and got praise, at 
least. Manage, the scholar, wrote : — 

Sermones patrio scripsit sermono Metellus, 

Parcere vult famoB dum, VennsiTie, tuao. 
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This is Loret's epitaph : — 

Ci-git un monsieur de chapitre, 
Ci-git un abbe portant mitre, 
Ci-git un courtisan expert, 

Ci-git le fameux Boisrobert. 

Ci-git un homme academique, 
Ci-git un poete comique ; 

Et toutefois ce monument 
N’enferme qu’un corps seulcment. 




ClIAl'TJiU xn. 

PAUL SCARRON. 

He is as disproportioned in liis manners 
As in liis shape, — Tem^^esL * 

Y common consent, when a new t/etire in 
literature or art springs up, wc .call the 
most eminent among the early masters in 
the style its founder. We do not mean 
to imply that he’ invented it, or that he 
perfected it, but that he found it in a rudimentary and 
chaotic state, and left it so formed that its future was 
only a matter of natural development. In this sense 
the founder of modern burlesque is indubitably Scar- 
ron. He neither invented the name nor the thing. 
As for the name, it was taken by Sarasin from the 
Italian, and replaced the older word grotesque ; and for 
the thing, there are plenty of traces of burlesque in the 
literature of his own country before his time ; in the 
Fabliaux, which we are quite sure Scarron never 
heard of; in Rabelais; in the stocy-tellers of the 
Renaissance ; and in the “ Satyre M4nipp6e.” These 
were full to overflowing of that spirit of mirth, 
mockery, and incredulity, of which burlesque .was na- 
turally the offspring. The possibility of burlesque, 
indeed — its Svva/ue — has always been latent. It has 
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broken out from time to time, as occasion served ; not 
generally in times of faith and acquiescence, but in 
those of doubt and struggle; when men’s old idols 
were passing away, and their respect for ancient things 
Avas dying ; or, even more, when a generation of mighty 
struggles and lofty hopes has perished, leaving a legacy 
of hopes disappointed and struggles fruitless. 

The earliest writer of burlesque Avould be, I sup- 
pose, Aristophanes ; the next, of those Avhose Avorks are 
preserved, Lucian. Then burles<iue sleeps. Pulci half 
uAvakens it in his “ Morgan te Maggiore,” Avhich is a 
kind of burlesque. But it is not till Scarron that it 
really Avakes again : for the time, as well as the man, 
were Avanting. Both came — the time in the later years of 
King Louis XI IL, and the man in the person of Paul 
Scarron. 

Hardly any period, for those who take the trouble 
and have the leisure to read the memoirs extant, can 
be so fully and familiarly known, so clearly under- 
stood, as this. The volumes of Tallemant des Beaux 
have given us at least all the ill-natured things that 
could be said about every man and every woman who 
figimed in the Parisian circles. Besides his anccdoted^ 
we have the letters of some of them ; even their works 
are not yet quite forgotten, although they Averc con- 
tem]jtuously dismissed by Boileau to the limbo of 
oblivion. We know these men, as they talked, and 
Avrote, and squabbled. We can see them from tite out- 
side — can laugh at their follies and theii* eagerness 
over trifles, sympathize with their difficulties, and for- 
give their vanity. 

It Avas very far from being a healthy time for France. 
As for Avhat Ave call “earnestness,” there was none,/ 
The country was in a wretched condition; affairs of 
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State were left to the great cardinal; the monarchy 
was disgraced by a king who was too feeble to rule 
alone, and Avho hated the man who kept him on the 
throne. The old enthusiasms were dead; the early 
fire of zeal was dying out in the Huguenots ; hatred of 
schism was well-nigh extinguished with the Catholics ; 
and men were tired, and even ashamed, of the ancient 
ardour with which they had plunged into classical 
learning. Time was when they had looked for the re- 
generation of the world from Plato. A hundred years 
before, Rabelais, Erasmus, Dolet, Etienne, and the 
glorious race of the early scholars, looked forward, eager 
with hope, expecting that learning would soften all 
men’s hearts. Rut a century of scholarship had left 
the world very much where it was before. Here was 
a Europe steeped in Plato, versed in Greek and Latin, 
and yet worse than at any previous time ; its literature 
— in France at least — fouler, its manners coarser, its 
morals looser; its leaders seeming baser and more 
wicked. No wonder that men, disappointed and 
wearied, looked no longer for things noble, or for 
things great, and that they yawned in the face of their 
* old idols ; for it was that dull dead time between two 
schools of thought, when, if anyone mock at things 
once thought great and heroic, all men mock with him. 
This was what Scarron did. In place of yawning with 
the rest, he took down the chief of the old idols, Virgil, 
and set his troupe of gods and heroes on the modern 
stage, making them talk the language of the market- 
place and the barracks ; and all. the world, bursting 
into a Gargantuan roar of laughter, rushed to imitate 
their leader, and everybody wrote burlesque. The 
function — it is, I own, a limited one — of burlesque is 
to strip from objects of former admiration and worship 
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their suj)pose<i heroic projierties; to shoAV them ac- 
tuated by the commonest motives, enunciating the 
most vulgar sentiments, and jiarading under the garb 
of heroes the ideas and language of lackeys. Bur- 
lesque makes a Philistine of him who was once believed 
to be a prophet, a Bobadif of the soldier, a kitchen drab 
of the queen ; it turns tlie solemn destinies of the gods 
into the caprices of a vestry, and it makes of the great 
Thunderer himself, o a mere epicier. In 

burlesque there is no room for anything lofty, any- 
thing pure ; there is no enthusiasm, no faith, no ho2)e. 
Of all forms of mockery devised by the human wit, 
there is none more effective than this, Avhich out of the 
thousand various inq')ulses which promjjt men to action 
takes uniformly the liasest, the lowest, and the most 
interested. Thus Aristophanes jmts Bacchus on the 
stage, pretending to be Hercules, and convicted by his 
own cowardice ; Lucian makes Charon a higgler lor his 
jjenny fee ; Scarron shows us Anchises, borne from the 
flames of Troy by the devotion of his son, 2)rodding 
him m the back to make him go faster, and in an 
agony of terror addressing him alternately as “ rndtin ” 
and as “ mon cher JUs." Thus, too, Aineas is a Peck-' 
sniff and a lu’ig; Dido a queen with the soul of a 
housemaid. 

As is the work, so was the man. It is a common- 
place of all who have written about Scarron, to say 
that his writings are en rapport with his life ; that^as he 
was a burlesque on humanity, his works are a burlesque 
on literature. It is only a half truth : the truer way to 
put it would be that certain works of his have an ' 
artistic twist and deformity about them* somewhat 
analogous to the deforinity of his body. 

Paul Scarron, a Parisian by birth, came into the 
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world in the year 1610. His father, a man of good 
family, and a counsellor of the Parliament, possessed a 
fortune of twenty thousand livres, worth at least four 
or five thousand sterling in these days. Ho had three 
children — Paul, the second, and two daughters. Un- 
fortxmately I'or them, his first wife died, and he married 
again. The second marriage brought three more chil- 
dren, and Paul very quickly saw that his chances of 
the inheritance grew daily less, owing to the influence 
of his mother-in-law. The father incurred the dis- 
pleasure of Cardinal Richelieu, and was ultimately 
exiled to Touraine. This, hoAvever, was much later on. 
Then Paul began to make things disagreeable at home 
by quarrelling with his st^mother, and accusing his 
lather of being unduly influenced by her, to lus own 
prejudice. Possibly he was quite wrong, for at least he 
was never remarkable for prudence or sobriety of judg- 
ment in after-life, and the 8tei)-mother may have been 
a remarkably just and admirable ])erson. As he made 
the house too hot for both, his father sent him away to 
a cousin at Charleville, where he remained two or three 
years, and was then taken back on condition of good 
behaviour. So Paul came home, making what the 
school histories call a “ hoUow peace.” In due course 
he assumed the petit collet. The sacred profession 
served to young men of good family not only as a 
tolerably sure stepping-stone to fortune, but also as 
a cloak to disguise any amount of profligacy. It meant 
very little, fis a badge, except that the wearer was quite 
prepared to do literary work or accept a benefice. 
Young Scarron, there is every reason to believe, was 
in the fastest set of his time. He would appear to 
have liad command of money, for we hear of no work 
being done, or any application for a benefice. Quite 



the contrary ; his life was that of a pure bird of plea- 
sure — pleasure of the kind chiefly sought after by 
young gentlemen of Epicurean proclivities. When he 
was about twenty-four he made a journey to Italy, 
probably on some pretence of getting good things out 
of the Pope, like Boisrobert later on. It was a country 
which had the re]jutation of being more than usually 
detrimental to the morals of young travellers; if, at 
least, the proverb Tmjlese Italianato diavolo imarnato 
may be applied to others than our OAvn countrymen. 
Small was the amoiuit of moral baggage that Paul 
Scarron took with him to Italy ; smaller, perhaps, the 
amount he brought back with him. For four more 
short years he enacted with far more than ordinary 
ability the part of the jn’odigal son ; and then came an 
end, -sudden, sharp, retributive, decisive. He was only 
twenty-eight. He . might have reformed and settled 
doAvn, as so many young fellows do, little the worse 
for his wild oats. He was clever, he had interest, he 
had scholarship. His life lay stretched before him fair 
and clear, when suddenly he was broiight up short, 
and placed for a quarter of a century on a chair of 
suffering. 

There is a ridiculous story told about the cause. It 
is said that at carnival time he disguised himself, with 
certain others, as savages ; that their appearance in the 
strtiets caused such an uproar, that they were obliged 
to run for their lives, and that Scarron only escflpcd by 
swimming across the river. The consequence of this 
cold bath, taken in February, was the paralysis and 
twisting of his limbs, of which he could never be cured. 

That is the popular account, which is quite false, the 
real troth being thjit he trusted himself to^ the tender 
mercies of a (puack, who, by means of certain noxious 
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drugs, brought on a complication of diseases worse than 
those he tried to cure. The strength of his manhood 
left him ; his limbs were bent, his back was arched, so 
that he resembled nothing so much, he says, as the 
letter Z ; and he was laid by the heeis a prisoner for 
life in his arm-chair. 

He took a rueful pleasure in describing his own 
misfortunes. In his epistle to Sarasin he describes 
himself as 

Un panvret 
Trcs maigret, 

An col tors, 

Dont le corps, 

Tout tortu, 

Tout bossn, 

Suranno, 

Decliarnc, 

Fut roduit 
Jour et nnit 
A souffrir 
Sans gucrir 
Dos tourmens 
V61i(‘men8. 

He had an engraving drawn for a frontispiece of one 
of his books, in which he represents himself sitting, 
twisted, doubled up, hunchbacked, in his arm-chair. 

He laughs at his sufferings, but it is a rueful sort of 
laugh, at best. At times his real misery makes itself 
felt ; and the bodily torture which he endured with the 
fortitude of Capaneus in Dante’s seventh circle was at 
times too much even for Scarron’s courage., 

I cannot but think that, lighthearted and buoyant as 
was his nature, his heart must have been broken when 
first this dreadful thing fell upon him. Behind all his 
mask of raillery and fun we can see the bitter pains of 
disappointment and remorse sometimes convulsing his 
face. Something more than human would he be if he 
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had been really able to contemplate, even with resigna- 
tion, a life sj>ent in an armchair, cut off from ordinary 
pleasures, with no longer a career, or a hope of distinc- 
tion, save by the precarious road of letters. Whether 
it is true or not #iat clowns in private life arc the most 
melancholy of men, it is certainly true that many men 
who have written for the amusement of others have 
been themselves misernmi — most wretched. Swift, 
Sterne, Smollett, Hood — the first names that occur — 
were melancholy men, when all the toAvn was latxghing 
at their wit ; Scarron was writhing with pain when the 
whole town was laughing at his. But if we, who can 
read all his letters, and compare them with his life and 
works, who can read all the anecdotes told by his 
friends, think we can detect the cloven foot of sorrow 
beneath the robe of wit, Care sitting by the cripjde, like 
the skeleton form of Death stalking beside the knight : 
those who only saw a part of the man, Avho assisted at 
his receptions, who laughed at his epigrams, and with 
theii^host found fresh amusement from every pang that 
wrenched his frame, were all, and easily, deceived. To 
them Scarron was the happiest, lightest-hearted, and 
gayest of mankind. Life to him was a real joke. The 
dread of poverty did not weigh him down. No mis- 
fortunes aflected him. If he lost his pension, ho had 
still his marquisate de Quinet (his publisher). He 
nearly dies of a cough — he makes an epigram on his 
escape. He satirizes Mazarin; when the caIrdinaT re- 
turns to power he turns round and satirizes himself. 
His income is too small for him to. entertain his friends 
at dinner or supper : let them bring every man some- 
thing, so that the feast may be an ipavoc. He can get 
no office from the queen: good — let him at least be 
called the “ queen’s invalid.” His two sisters live with 
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him ; their conduct is not altogether calculated to keep 
up the family honour ; he consoles himself by a bon-mot. 
His house is poor — his furniture shabby — his entertain- 
ments meagre ; but everybody goes to him. There you 
will meet the circle of I’recisians — they come here to 
relax— who hover round the throne of Arthenice the 
intellectual, and try to warm themselves in the cold 
moonshine of Julia. Manage is there, scholar and wit ; 
Sarasin, -with all the company of buffoons, satirists, 
and writers of ?vr,v de societe; Tristan I’Hermite, Segrais, 
Marigny, Boisrobert, George de Scud^ri, Gascon pure 
and simple, great soldier and writer of those ever- 
lasting novels which people once read, who prefaced 
his works with his own portrait, and the boastful 
legend — 

Et poiste ct giierrier 

II aura du laurier ; 

the illustrious Mademoiselle de Scud(5ri herself, it is 
said, thotagh one scarcely believes this; Chapelain, 
friend of Moli^;re and Boileau; Voiture, of the letters 
and the odes; the great Coadjutor; then, too, Madame 
de la Sabliere, with sometimes Marion de Lorme, most 
charming of sinners, and Ninon do I’Enclos herself. No 
doubt, when Ninon and Marion came. La Scud4ri kept 
away. At least, one hopes so. And in that room, 
what discourse and mad revelling ! — what laughing at 
the only circle in France which stiQ tried to keep up a 
taste for literature, and forced their own society, at 
least, to preserve the outward forms of decency ! Out- 
ward forms were not, one imagines, much regarded at 
Scarron’s receptions. 

Before going to Paris, he held for three years the bene- 
fice of Mans, the duties being performed by somebody 
else. During this period he lived in his official residence, 
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and as no stories are told about him, probably it was in 
great loneliness and misery. While he was at Mans his 
father died, and a lawsiiit which he instituted against his 
stepmother about the succession, failed. It was during 
these years, too, that he began to feel his way in writing, 
and practised the art of dedications, requests, petitions, 
and begging-letters, in which he afterwards achieved stich 
distinction. He writes letters asking for everything, from 
pensions to patties ; and he gets everything. Through 
the kind offices of Madame de Hautefort,he is introduced 
to the queen, from whom he solicits permission to be 
called son malade. Of course, a pension went with this 
dignified post. Another introduction to Mazarin pro- 
cured him a second pension, this time of five hundred 
crowns. But he was so exasperated by the cardinal’s 
subsequent refusal to allow his “Typhon” to be dedi- 
cated t<i him, that when the Fronde broke out, he joined 
it, and became the most vehement of all the Frondcurs, 
and was supposed to have been the author of the “Ma- 
zarinade.” Mazarin came back. Scarron perceived that 
his wisdom had been at fault. So he made haste to turn 
round, addressing a beautiful letter to the cardinal : — 
Jule, autrefois I’objet do I’injuste satire. 

He also began to write against the Frondeurs; — 

II faut desormais filer doux, 

II faut crier misericorde. 

Frondeurs, vous n’etes que des fous : 

II faut desormais filer doux. 

C’est mauvais presage pour vous 
Qu’une fronde n’est qu’une cordo. 

II faut desormais filer doux, 

II faut crier misericorde. 

It was all very Avell, and Mazarin was not the man 
to bear long malice for a libel ; but Scarron never got 
back that pension, or the one from the queen. Fouquet, 
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at this juncture of his affairs, gave him one of 1,600 
livres, and he began to write with redoubled activity, 
to maintain the expense of a house which, unless kept 
always open, would have been dreary indeed to its 
owner, who could never leave it. As for the money, it 
came in from his poetry, his plays, his tales, his dedica- 
tions, and his begging-letters. 

The society that met in Scarron’s salon was of a 
“mixed” character, as we have seen, and the conversa- 
tion of the freest. liut after five or six years of this 
life, a salutary reformation was effected. For in 1652 
the Baronne de Ncuillant, his neighbour, brought to 
see him her ward, Frangoise d’AubiginS, just arrived 
from America, whither Scarron was projecting a voyage 
with the hopes of getting cured. He never accom- 
pli, shed this journey, but he was so moved by compassion 
at the ])oor girl’s forlorn and dependent condition, that 
he offered to marry her. Life just then looked very 
dismal to little Frangoise ; she was seventeen years of 
age (three years older than the king) ; her father and 
mother were both dead ; she was so horribly poor that 
she had not even enough money to find the dot necessary 
to get into a convent. Scarron was struck with her 
beauty, her esprit, her gentleness, and began by writing 
her letters. 

“ I always doubted whether the little girl that I saw 
enter my room six months ago, with a dress too short, 
and who began to cry — I don’t know why — was really 
as spnrituelle as she seepaed to be. The letter that you 
have written to Mile, de Saint-Hermant is so full of 
cleverness, that I am discontented with my own for not 
having made her acquainted with the full merit of 
yours. To tell the truth, I had never believed that in 
the American isles they cared about the study of belles- 

R 
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lettres, and I am concerned to find out why you have 
taken as much trouble to conceal your cleverness as 
most people take to show it. N ow that you are found 
out, you must make no difficulty about writing to me 
as well as you do to Mile, de Saint-Hermant. I will 
do all I can to make my letters in reply as good as yours, 
and you will have the pleasm’e of seeing the trouble 1 
must take to show as much wit as yourself.” 

This was a pretty little beginning. Only he does not 
see why the poor girl cried. Was not her dress too 
short, and she had no money to buy anew one? Reason 
enough to make any girl cry. 

More letters, and then Scarron wrote and made her 
a definite offer. He would find the dot for the convent, 
or he would many her himself. In the latter case, she 
would at least have society, a shelter, and kindness — 
all he could give. She chose the marriage. “ I greatly 
preferred marrying him to marrying a convent,” she 
said. ‘ When the notary asked what dowry the bride 
brought, Scarron gallantly replied: “Deux grands 
yeux mutins, un tr^s-beau corsage, une pairc de belles 
mains et bcaucoup d’ esprit.” “ And what is your settle- 
ment upon her ?” “ Immortality,” said Scarron; “other 
names may perish; that of Scarron’s wife will remain 
for ever.” 

Perhaps the immortality that the wife of Scarron 
got firom' her first husband was paled in the eyes of 
some by that greater splendour which she derived 
from her second; for Madame Veuve Scarrpn became 
Madame de Maintenon, wife of the Grand Monarque. 

She was a good wife to the cripple; was faithful, 
thoughtful, and kind. She changed the aspect of the 
manage, introduced qrder and decency, bridled the 
rude tongue of her husband and his friends, kept the 
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physic bottles in the background, and met the roiigh 
jokes of the libertine wits with an esprit of her own 
that soon reduced them. More than all, she smoothed 
his last years, and softened, as well as she could, the 
agonies that racked his tortured frame ; and, in an age 
when conjugal infidelity was the mode^ she was proud 
enough to preserve her reputation. “ II n’y a ricn,” 
she would say in after-years, and under even more 
trying difficulties, “ de plus habile qu’une conduitc 
irr^prochable.” She was tempted by her frailer sisters. 
Ninon de I’Enclos took her in hand, but gave her up 
in despair. “ She was too gauche” Ninon said. The 
Ninons of the time could understand gaucherie, but 
they could not understand fidelity and j^ride; and with 
the little Frangoise the poor poet’s honour was safe. 

Ilis married life, every year bringing more suffering 
with it, lasted eight years, when he died of a hiccup, on 
which he promised to write a very fine satire if he ever 
got over it. The hiccuj), however, was too strong for 
him, and the satire was never given to the world. He 
had taken the precaution to write his own epitaph 
beforehand. Is it too well known to be quoted? Let 
us try it, at least, “ newly done into English : ” — 

No foolisli envy wasto on him 
Who sleeps this stone beneath : 

Death’s pangs he felt a thousand times 
Ere yet he suffered death. 

Hush ! traveller : let no footstep’s fall ' 

The sacred stillness break ; 

’Tis the first night poor Scarron sleeps : 

Tread lightly — ^lest he wake. 

He died in 1660, in the fiftieth year of his age. 

It may be the case, that had Scarron never lost his 
health, we should have had no burlesque from him ; at 
least, most likely he would have written nothing but a 
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few epigrams. Yet, as in science, so in literaturp, it 
always seems as if, were the real inventor never to 
have been born, some other person would, ^bout the 
same time, have made the discovery. It might have 
been St. Amant, or Sarasin, or Boisrobert. Most 
likely it would have been Charles Coypeau d’Assoucy, 
the greatest of the small fry of imitators who followed 
the master. Coypeau, indeed, was a sort of vulgar 
Scarron. He went about the country like a trouvhre, 
accompanied by a couple of singing boys, bearing a 
lute. He wrote a great quantity of verse ; was always 
in trouble and disgrace; lived to a green old age; 
wrote a travesty of Ovid, which is now forgotten ; and 
may now be remembered chiefly for his “ Aventures 
Burlesques,” about which there is nothing at all really 
burlesque, and where the chief fun turns upon his own 
personal cowardice, his inability to ride, and the bad 
luck he had at gambling. 

I think that • Scarron took to writing because there 
was nothing else in the world at which he could 
occupy himself and make a little money. The cast and 
tone of his*thought were doubtless afiected, to a cer- 
tain extent, by his bodily sufferings. Indeed, every 
bodily defect, deformity, and weakness, must have its 
own effect, prejudicial to the intellect; and he alone, 
perhaps, can be a perfect writer who has a sound and 
perfect physique. Thus there may have been a pre- 
disposition to burlesque, resulting from his positi^ ; but 
the circumstances of the time and his own mocking spirit, 
much more than the wretched state of his body, turned 
him to burlesque writing. And we must remember 
that he wrote many other things beside burlesque. 

His works (little enough read now) are vpluminous, 
and in every branch of light literature. There exist 
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two editions, and only two, complete. Probably no 
future edition will ever be put forth. Still, he has his 
immortality of a kind. Like so many poets who have 
proclaimed their erection of a monument cere perennius, 
his prediction has been fulfilled, in a way. He is re- 
membered, at least, as a writer who set his mark upon 
the age. 

The “ Typhon,” which Mazarin refused to accept, 
came out in 1644, the year before he left Mans and 
went to Paris. It is a poem of simple buffoonery, but 
contains within itself abundant promise of ^Burlesque; 
yet it is hardly burlesque proper, and bears about 
the same relation to the Virgil as the first edition of 
“ Gargantua ” did to the first book of “ Pantagruel.’J 

In 1648 came out the first instalment of the “ V irgil e 
Travesti,” which went on at intervals until 1652. 
Scarron finished the first eight, books ; and then, grow- 
ing tired of so sustained an effort, he seems to have 
given it up altogether. Other literary work also 
pressed upon him; indeed, his busiest time was be- 
tween 1646 and 1653. Ilis plays (chiefly from Spanish 
sources), his novels, his epigrams, his letters, his 
“ Gazette burlesque ” — all this work left little time for 
the Virgil, which, we suspect, was at first considered 
by Scarron only as the recreation of an idle hour. 
But it “ took ” as no other book of the time succeeded 
in doing. Imitators crowded into the field. Ovid, 
Homer — anybody — was burlesqued; .and for a period 
of twenty years, after which the taste for burlesque 
died out Mmost as rapidly as it had grown up, the 
bookshelves were inundated with travesties, most of 
them mere stupid imitations of Scarron and floundering 
attempts at wit, with no claim to admiration except for 
their unblushing grossness. 
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Of his tales, the one chiefly remembered, because 
Goldsmith translated it, is the “ Roman Comique/' I 
confess to having been bored to the last degree in 
reading it. Of his plays, ^‘Don Japhet de TArm^nie,’’ 
one of his last, and Jodelet,’’ his first, are the two 
best, and are worthy of being read still, Avere life long 
enough, l^ocms he wrote — lines to his mistress, poor 
fellow — as gay and bright as when he had a dancing 
leg, as well as a laughing eye, but quite in the conven- 
tional gallantry of the time : — 

Adieu, fair Chi oris, adieu: 

’Tis tiuie that I speak. 

After many and many a week, 

(’Tis not thus that at Paris we woo) 

You pay me for all with a smile 
And cheat me the while. 

Speak now. Let me go. 

Close your doors, or open them wide. 

Matters not, so that I am outside ; 

Devil take mo if ever I show 

Love or pity for you and your pride. 

To laugh in my face, 

It is all that she grants me 
Of pity and grace : 

Can it mean that she wants me ? 

This for five or six months is my pay. 

Now hear ray command, 

Shut your doors, keep them tight night and day, 

With a porter at hand 
To keep every one in ; 

Well I know my own mind. 

The devil himself, if once you begin 
To go out, couldn’t keep me behind. 

The following is better known. It is his description 
of Paris : — 

Houses in labyrinthine maze ; 

The streets with mud bespattered all j 
Palace and prison, churches, quays, ' 

Here stately shop, there shabby stall. 
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Passengers black, red, gray, and white, 

The pnrsod-up prude, the light coquette ; 

Murder and Treason dark as night ; 

With clerks, their hands with inkstains wet ; 

A gold-lacod coat without a sou, 

And trembling at a bailiff ’s sight ; 

A braggart shivering with fear ; 

Pages and lacqueys, thieves of night ; 

And mid the tumult, noise, and stink of it. 

There ’s Paris — Pray, what do you think of it ? 

Wc arc, however, chiefly concerned with his Virgil. 

The burlesque efiect, if' we analyze the work, is pro- 
duced, of course, by a perpetual antithesis between the 
grandeur of the personages and the manner in which 
they talk ; between their traditional motives and the 
motives which Scarron ascribes to them ; and between 
the importance of the acts described and the littleness 
of the actors : — 

Rcgali conspectus in auro nnper et ostro 
Migrat in obsenras bumili sermone tabernas. 

Thus, whatever iEneas does or says, his words and 
thoughts are those of a petty shopkeeper. He asks 
Jupiter'to send down rain, some of that tvhich the god 
is accustomed to bestow so freely on those occasions 
when it is not wanted, as when one has a new hat. 
When he is puzzled, as, for instance, when he wants to 
find some pretext for deserting Dido, he scratches his 
head all over, lie makes the most commonplace obser- 
vations with a sententious air, and an overwhelming 
regard to propriety; as when, moralizing over his 
father’s death, he says : — 

He 's gone — good man I — we can but weep j 
Had be but learned his breath to keep, 

A little later had he died. 

He ’s gone ! in sorrow we abide ; 

And, as is only right, meanwhile, 

I never laugh, and seldom smile, 
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The second and third lines remind one of the epitaph 
ill the country churchyard : — 

Here lies the body of Alice Wooden ; 

Longer she wished to live — bat cooden 

The most common accidents of life, when he is in his 
most heroic vein, are sufficient to break him down. 
Thus, when he is invoking the shade of his father : 

“ Return once more, oh, father dear ! 

Return to me — I wait you here. 

Alas ! your heart is cold as stone 
To come so seldom to your son.’* 

Thus calling on his absent sire, 

He tried to light the lingering firo ; 

But not employing, as he ought, 

The tongs to move the cinders hot, 

He burned his fingers. “ Devil take,” 

He cried, “ my father ! — for whose sake 
I’ve all this trouble.” 

But — good man I 
Pious by nature, he began 
Remorse to feel for this bad word — 

The first the gods had ever heard. 

He tells the long story of Virgibs second and third 
books, and at last concludes : — 

Conticuit tandem, factoque hie fine quievit ; 

wliich Scarron translates, with some freedom : — 

This of his long tale was the sum ; 

But with narrating it overcome. 

And quite weighed down with want of sleep, 

Prom yawning wide he could not keep. 

Queen Dido, too, yawned ; for ’tis found, 

When one begins, the yawn goes round. 

It is on the character of iEneas, indeed, that he 
spends his chief strength. Above all, he insists on the 
hero’s unlimited command of tears 


.^neas plourant comme un veau. 
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And again : — 

Je crois vous avoir dit 
Qii’il dunnoit dos pleurs a credit, 

Et qu’il avait lo don des larmes. 

The persecuted hero, victim of Juno’s wrath, is fat, 
orthodox, hypocritical, and easy-tempered. Penetrated 
with the propriety of seemmg pious, he is careful to 
observe all the outward semblances of religion. His 
superstition is enormous, his stupidity great; his 
bravery is not conspicuous ; his observations are trite ; 
beneath the armour of a hero he wears the heart of a 
calf. In appearance a king, in reality he is an epicier^ 
and he looks on Ide from the point of view of some 
respectable bourgeois. 

With Dido, Scarron pursues the same treatment. He 
describes her carefully. She is a ^^grosse dondon" — 
what a shame to call Dido a dondon ! — fat, vigorous, 
and healthy, “ somewhat flat-nosed, after the fashion of 
most* African women, but agreeable au dernier point'’' 
She takes a lively interest in A£neas from the very be- 
ginning ; makes a mental comparison between him and 
the deceased Sychajus : — 

Lo defunt ne le valoit pas. 

She confesses her love to Anna, in words which bear an 
absurdly close resemblance to Virgil’s : — 

Quis novus liic nostris successit sedibus hospes ? 

Quam sese oro ferens ! quam forti pectore et armis ! 

Ah ! sister — faithful sister — tell 
Bj what strange destiny it fell 
That thus iEneas hither came ? 

^neas ! how I love the name ! 

How fresh is he !— ^how fat ! — how fair ! 

How strong and big I with what an air 
He tells his deeds ! and what a height I 
Oh ! sister Anne — he charms me quite. 
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After dinner she calls for tobacco : — 

Mais colle n’en prit pas doux pipes 
Qa’elle no vid&t jusqn’aux tripes : 

Et no s’en offusqnait I’esprit. 

And she betrays the curiosity of her sex in the most 
characteristic way : — 

Multa super Priamo rogitans, super Heclore multa. 

This line becomes, in Scarron’s hands, expanded in 
the following manner, j>eculiarly Scarronesque : — 

A hundred questions then she asks, 

Of Pi'iani, and the mighty tasks 
Of Hector ere the siege was done ; 

Of Helen — how she held her own — 

What kind of paint she used to buy ; 

Was Hecuba’s hair all false ? — and why 
Paris was called so fair a youth ? 

And then that apple — which, in truth, 

Was the first cause of all the woe — 

Was it a Ribstone — ^yes or no ? 

Of Memnou — bright Aurora’s son — 

Was lie a Moor to look upon ? 

Who killed him ? Was it rightly said, 

About the stud of Hiomed, 

That farcy killed them all ? — ^because 
Of that disease she knew the laws ; 

And when Patroclus met his end, 

How long Achillas mourned his friend ? 

And only in her last speech Scarron permits himself for 
a brief moment to leave burlesque. 

The gods, of course, are lowered in the same propor- 
tions as the men and women. Jupiter, Juno, and the 
rest are mere bmmjeovi. Olympus might be Paris. The 
quarrels of the gods arc those of the fish-market. The 
predilections, whims, and caprices are the same as those 
of jEneas and his friends. 'Mercury, in spite of his 
being a god, cannot fly without the wings - tied to his 
heels, and is afraid of breaking his neck. Jupiter is 
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coarse and stupid, Juno intriguing and malicious, Venus 
alternately a courtesan and a doting mother. Thus, 
when ilCneas has addressed her with the words : — 

O quam to memoreTn, virgo ? iiaraqno hand tibi vnltus 
Mortalis, nec vox horaiiiem sonat. O Dea corto, &c. 

she rejJies (“ llaud equidem tali me dignor honore”) : — 

“ I am not really,” answered she, 

“ Of snch exalted quality — 

Your servant, sir.” 

“ Too much,” ho cried, 

“ You honour me, I’m sure. . . Beside — ” 

“ Oh, sir ! ” said Venus, making then 
A court’sy — the best-bred of men 
Turned half upon his heels, and low 
Bent to the ground with courtly bow. 

The mother’s heart shed tears of joy 
To see how polished was her boy. 

Often a happy anachronism, a trick well known in 
modern burlesque, lights up the page. Thus, Dido 
makes the sign of the cross ; Mezentius is a blaspheming 
ruffian who never goes to confession ; Jineas, when they 
land on the shores of Africa, is particularly anxious to 
learn whether the natives are Christians or Mahometans ; 
the nymph Deiopeia iiumbeKS among her accomplish- 
ments the power of speaking Spanish and Italian, and 
she can quote “ The Cid” of Corneille ; Dido says “Bene- 
dicite” at table; and Pygmalion kills Sychajus with an 
arquebus. 

Or he introduces himself, as when he says (1 can- 
not translate it) : — 

Messire ^neas, dont I’esprit 
Ne songeait alors qu’a Carthage ; 

Et bien moins k faire voyage 
Que moi — cul-de-jatte follet — 

Ne songe a danser un ballet. 
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Or in his observation on the line 

Discite justitiam moniii et non temnerc Divos ; 

to which he remarks : — 

This observation ’s very well ; 

But what ’s the good of it in hell ? 

But the finest specimens of burlesque, where the fun 
is concealed — sheathed as it were in a scabbard of grief 
— are to be found in his description of the fall of Troy, 
il^neas meets Panthus : — 

Poor man ! ho faintly straggled on, 

And gasped — his breath was almost gone 
With shouting ‘Fire!’ The gods ho bore 
Safe in a basket held before ; 

While at his back his nephew clung. 

Soon as he saw mo — sorrow wrung 
His noble heart 

JEneas asks : — 

“ Our citadel is fallen, then ? 

“ Alas ! ^ncas, king of men — 

And I, its governor, seeing well 
Myself would perish when it fell 
If I remained, most bravely fled 
(Preserving still some strength of head), 

Not for the fear of death or blow, 

But only just to di^ with you/^ 

And for a last extract, the scene in which iEncas 
sorrowfully recals the days of the past : — 

By that gate fair Andromache 
Would pass, papa-in-law to see, 

And ere those fatal Greek attacks 
Would bring with her Astyanax. 

Queen Hecuba’s continued joy 
Was to caress and kiss the boy. 

When he was but a tiny child 

She dandling him her hours beguiled ; 

And when he somewhat bigger grew 
This good grandam, a baby too, 
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Would play with him. Sometimes the Queen 
Would tell him of fair Melusine, 

And Fierabras, of wondrous Jack, 

And all the old tales in the pack : 

The child her idol was, and pet : 

Sometimes so doting did she get, 

That she would even ride cock-horse, 

A stick between her legs, and course 
All up and down, till, tired and weak, 

She could not either breathe or speak. 

Andromache oft plainly said 

That grandmamma would spoil the lad : 

And Priam, when he saw him cram 
His mouth all day with bread and jam, 

Remarked witli some severity, 

The boy would surely ruined be. 

Burlesque has its times of splendour and decadence, 
like every other form of literature. At times of strong 
belief and general enthusiasm it cannot exist. When 
enthusiasms die out,, and ardour cools, when some 
people are conscious of having been fools, and others 
are laughing at them, burlesque has its opportunities. 
Old idols and heroes are fair game. Mythical history, 
for instance, seen from the modem point of view, is a 
proper subject, and it is pardonable to upset old notions 
of which people arc tired. Classical idolatry, in Scar- 
ron’s time, was over. In our own age, in England, 
there is no real burlesque possible, because we have 
got rid, some years since, of our old-fashioned enthu- 
siasms ; and we are only just beginning to put things 
en train for our young men to have, in another ten years 
or so, a red-hot start, with a grand battle before them. 
After it is all over, perhaps there will be more bur- 
lesque. 




ClIAPTEK XTIT. 

LA FONTAINE. 

Qii’iin petit doctour an front cliaiive 
Dine (pie les jcnx sont man (3 its ; 

Je n’en crois rien: si Fesprit saiivo, 

La Fontaine cst en paradis. — L e Brun. 


E all think wc know Fontaine. To begin 
with, wc made an imperfect acquaintance 
with him at school, where we translated 
vir, Avith difficulty, tAvo or three of his 
Fables, and, naturally enough, conceh’eda 
liAxly contempt for a Avritcr Avho coxdd employ, in cold 
blood, French of so idiomatic a nature. How different 
from the great Cmsar, who, mindful of his destiny, wrote 
for the third form ! This early prejudice soon enough 
vanishes ; but wc generally read little more of him, and 
there remains in the minds of most of us a sort of 
blurred image where the figure of La Fontaine should 
be. The photograph is clouded. 

The sm'all knoAvledge which the world has of a man 
who was once, and is still, one of the most popular 
writers in French literature, sj)rings partly from our 
habit of considering him as a mere Avriter of fables. 
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Fables, indeed, he liWpdte — the best in the world — but 
the Fable, however clever it be, is not a fprm of litera- 
ture over which the mature intellect greatly cares to 
linger: J2sop, Phaedrus, and Gay rarely become the 
companions of our solitude.' What is called “ the taste 
of the age” makes us ignore the lact, or at least keep it 
in the background, that La Fontaine also wrote tales, 
and that as a raconteur, even in France, the chosen 
home of the story-teller, he ]^d, and has, no equal. 

Let me make an attempt to delineate the man. It is 
not an easy task ; for we have before us a bundle of 
contradictions— contradictions, that is, more obvious 
than the average pack which go to make up the ordi- 
nary man. While he had no virtue himself, he drew to 
himself and retained the affections of virtuous meji — 
Racine, for instance, even after Racine had gone back 
to the piety of his early youth. He had no constancy, 
yet he attracted the; love of women, whose idol and 
plaything he always was. He dciserted his wife and 
went after strange goddesses; he wrote verses which 
ought not now to be read at all; and yet Fdnelon him- 
self, the most virtuous man of his time, burst into tears 
at his death, and wrote his panegyric. lie never put 
himself out of the way to please people whom he did 
not like, but all people liked him. He was a bad 
husband, and a bad father. He never performed a 
duty, or recognized a tie ; yet he never lost a friend — 
save once by a kind of accident. He was always in 
poverty, but he was, always contented. He had. no 
ambition, yet he achieved a great reputation. He lived 
an Titterly godless life, but died the death of a saint. 
He had no money, but never did any task work. He was 
the most malicious of men, and yet the most good- 
natured. He was by turns, and as the sweet will seized 
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him, gauche, awkward, distrait, o/*courtly, polite, and 
urbane. He lived for himself, wholly and unreservedly, 
but was never called selfish ; and in early life he sat 
down with the avowed intention of doing nothing, 
claiming from the world the simple right of enjoyment ; 
and this right the world conceded. 

The Avorld, indeed, loves its butterflies ; they are so 
rare that it cannot but love them ; only seldom does a 
man get born who has no capacity for work, no power 
of foresight, no care about the future ; one on whom 
life l)rings no anxieties, whose years only prolong his 
childhood; whose brow is furrowed with no lines of 
thought. Volages and xincertain, they fly from flower 
to flower, lingering over each, one just long enough to 
take its honey. Their life is a succession of summer 
months ; and, unless they early burn their wings, which 
sometimes happens, it is a long summer of delights, 
spent with Amour, Liesse, and Doux-Regard, in the 
garden of Deduit. 

England has had but few of these gaudy and bril- 
liant-winged creatures, her sky, perhaps, being un- 
favourable to their production. Herrick was one, but. 
his erratic course was prematurely checked by the un- 
timely frost of the Revolution ; Gay, Moore, and a very 
few others, exhaust our list. To set against these, 
F ranee has Rutebeuf. V illon, Marot, La Fontaine, and half 
a hundred others, who have fluttered in the sunshine of 
great men’s smiles and the world’s praise — insects of 
the summer. And of all this careless and improvident 
crew, the most careless and the most improvident was 
Jean de la Fontaine. 

Arguing from strong points of resemblance between 
two great men, one is. disposed to think that Harold 
Skimpole modelled his own character on that of La 
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Fontaine — the disciple being far below the master. 
For La Fontaine was more Skimpolean than Harold 
himself. He said to the world, “ Give me leave to live 
among you; a little light wine, fruit in the season, 
plenty of music and singing, the society of young, 
pretty, and pleasant women, and an entire freedom 
from work and anxiety — these are all I ask. Give 
them to me, and h't me. enjoy myself after my OAvn 
fashion." The world took him at his word, and gave 
him all he -asked. For threescore years and tem he did 
no work, he had no troubles; he dispensed with all 
unpleasant things ; he enjoyed the society of pleasant 
women and the luxuries of rieh men ; and then, with 
a repentance comfortable and leisurely — La Fontaine 
was never in a hurry — for all sins and shortcomings 
not included or implied in the above, he quietly went 
out of the world in a green and serene old age. 

If th(i highest object of life be to get what La Fon- 
taine got, of all men he was the happiest. What 
Harold Skimpole wished to appear. La Fontaine was; 
a half-unconscious humbug, the one ; simple and with- 
out guile, the latter. . His friend Maucroix, writing of 
him after his death, says : — “ We have been friends for 
more than fifty years, and I thank God for having 
brought the extreme friendship I felt for him to a 
respectable old age, without interruption or any cold- 
ness, so that I can say that I have always loved him 
tenderly, the last day as flauch as the first. He was 
the most sincere and the most candid soul I have eyer 
known ; never any disguise, and I think that he never 
lied in all his life." He never did, except when he 
wrote flatteries for the king. He neither lied, nor 
quarrelled, nor envied, nor intrigued, in a time full of 
; lies, quarrels, and eiivy. • In return, all men conspired 
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to smoothe his path for him. Like a child, they let him 
out to amuse himself in the garden and the meadows 
till the time came when the sun set and night fell, and 
there could be no more play. Then they brought him 
home, persuaded him to say his prayers, and put him 
to bed, where ho very soon fell fast asleep.’ 

lie was born in 1^1, midway between the births of 
‘ Corneille and Racine, at tha little town of Ch&teau- 
Thierry, in that pleasant Champagne land which has 
produced so many j)oets, as well as such excellent 
wine. Ilis father held a post as mattre es eaux etforets, 
and was a well-to-do man, something above the middle 
class. No anecdotes are told about his childhood, ex- 
cejit the suggestive fact that he was always remarkably 
lazy, which, is probably not without truth. On leaving 
school, he took it into his head that he would become a 
priest, and went to an ecclesiastical seminary, where ho 
actually remained for a whole year. Thence he went 
back into the world, and took the taste of this monastic 
twelvemonth out of his mouth by five years of idleness 
and pleasure, courting the “ gentUles Gauloises ” of 
Rheims and Chfitcau-Thierry, and not writing any- 
thing but love songs. Then his father, thinking to 
make his son U 7 i homme range., a serious mattre h eaux 
et forets, married him, and resigned his post in his 
favour. Slight, hoAVover, as were the duties connected 
Avith the post — he only had to walk about a little in 
the fields, under the shade of the trees — they '^ere too 
irksome for La Fontaine, and oppressed him beyond 
measure. His wife, too, bored him; this mistaken 
woman — to Avhom he used to write in very kind and 
even affectionate terms when he was Avell away from 
her — used to spend her time in reading ron^ances, and, 
instead of looking after her husband’s comfort, as all 
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the rest of his friends had to do, expected La Fontaine 
to look after hers. Accordingly, he neglected his 
domestic as well as his official duties. There was a 
certain Abbess de Mouzou, among other fair friends, to 
whom he writes a letter, sprightly and gay enough. 
“ When,” he says, “ you took the vows — 

On that same day. Love, pretty fool, 

Assumed the Benedictine rule ; 

Venus, since you were also one, 

Became a Benedictine nun ; 

And Mirth, with all his careless flock, 

Put on the Benedictine frock. 

The Graces — how could they desert you ? — 

Swore to all Benedictine virtue ; 

And all the gods that Cyprus knows 
Took on them Benedictine vows. 

Nor is this gay religieuse the oiily Lesbia of whom 
mention is made, and it is greatly to be feared that his 
infidelities were not borne by the'Avife with that proper 
spirit of resignation which becomes the wife of a butter- 
fly of the Muses — papilio Musarum. 

Soon after his marriage he made his first literary essay, 
in the shape of a translation of Terence’s “Eunuchus,” 
which neither succeeded nor deserved success. For 
the curious thing is, that La Fontaine, whose talents 
were exercised wholly in the lightest possible form of 
literature, the ‘touch of whose pen was too light to 
brush the rouge from a woman’s cheek, 'had, all through 
his life, proclivities in the direction of scholarship. 
Ignorant of Greek, ho read Plato in translations, and 
even tried, in his Songe de Vaux^ to imitate his philo- 
sophy. He loved to talk of Greek writers, though no 
one seems to have thought his observations worth pre- 
serving ; and just as Liston thought his forte was 
tragedy, so La Fontaine sighed for the renown of a 
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scholar. This departure from the natural tenor of his 
life was due, perhaps, to some touch of the Aveakness 
common to man ; he could not be wholly a butterfly. 
He was corrujrted, too, by his friends, who raved of 
Latin and Greek, and translated Seneca and Plato; 
doubtless they inspired him, naturally a sympathetic 
man, Avith some small ])ortion of their OAvn ardour. 
For though the old rage for scholarship had in a 
manncu’ abated, there Avere yet left some remains, and 
men gave the Avorld editions, translations, and imita- 
tions, if Jiot so freely as liftj'^ years back, at least in 
abundance. 

Meantime, the vimage Avent on badly. His father 
was dead, leaAnng his affairs complicated ; the “ Avoods 
and Avaters ” grcAv daily more irksome, and at last he 
sold the i)Ost, proposing for the future to live upon the 
proceeds. HoAveA'er, he got full leisure, and began, 
fortunately for ev(!rybody, to read the old French 
Avriters, Jean de Meung, Villon, Marot, and Rabelais — 
the glories of free and unacademized France. “ Do 
you think,” asked La Fontaine once of Boileau, Avho 
Avas discoursing on Augustine, “ do you think that 
Augustine had as much esprit as Rabelais? ” — a ques- 
tion of magnificent profundity, showing the true stu- 
dent of Rabelais. This reading proved the turning 
point of his life. He left off trying to be a scholar, 
and alloAved his. mind to follow its natural bent. But 
he never ceased to admire and to love those ol§ classics 
Avhich seem destiuiid never to lose their hold on men’s 
minds. He read them perpetually. His translation of 
Plato AA’-as scored and interlined, and black with mar- 
ginal references. He would dream away whole days 
over Horace and Virgil. He accepted the doctrines*^ 
they laid doAvn as things not to be disputed. He 
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would hear no criticism on their words; and he be- 
came so steeped in their writings that his own are full 
of imitations and echoes — not plagiarisms. Hear what 
he says himself : — 

Some imitators, like a flock of shoop, 

For ever in the stops of Virgil keep : 

Him for my shepherd while I proudly own, 

Some) iracs I stray, and dare to walk alone ; 

And though my Virgil lead mo, let him have 
Me for his, pupil, never for liis slave. 

His be the model, his the glorious laws 
By which ho rightly won a world’s applause. 

These let me follow ; if perchance I dare 
To borrow something from the riches there. 

Lot it, at least, attempt to seem in place, 

And veil in fashions now its antique face. 

It was not till he was past thirty that J^a Fontaine 
began to be known in jtrivate circles as an extremely 
clever Avriter of vers de socicte. -About this time he was 
introduced by his wife’s uncle, M. Jannart, to the great 
Fouquet, who received him kindly, and gave him a 
jiension, coupled with the easy condition that he would 
write him a ballad once a quarter. . Then followed nine 
years, all too short, of feasting, love-making, reading, 
and perfect happiness, chiefly apart from his wile. 
Vaux, Fouquet’s magnificent palace, the forerunner of 
Versailles, contained all that La Fontaine wanted, and 
more. Fouquet, possessed of enormous wealth, spent 
it regally. He had Pellisson for his secretary, Le Vau 
for his architect, Le Brun for his painter, Vatel for his 
maitre d’h&tel. La Foqtaine and Moliere for his poets. , 
And all these dependents loved him. Little they 
knew, most of them, of the outer intrigues, the plots 
against the cardinal, Colbert’s crafty web of lies and 
treacheries, the deceits and meannesses of the king, 
and the long array of misdeeds which ended in the fall 
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of their benefactor. La Fontaine, for one, was all the 
time in the garden, basking in the sun, and talking to 
the pretty women about love, and Plato, and all the 
little caquetage that pleased him. How Was he to know 
anything about it? But the crash came. Fouquet 
was arrested, his friends were^ dispersed, and I^a Fon- 
taine, forty-two years of age, found himself without a 
protector, and with very few shillings, as we may well 
8up|)ose. 

Jannart, one of Foucpiet’s closest adherents, was 
exiled to Limoges, whither La Fontaine, in the first 
burst of his grief, accompanied him.. On the way he 
jacked up his sjfirits a little, and Avrotc long and amus- 
ing letters, kind, if not affectionate, inter.sjjersed with 
verse, to his wife. “ After all,” he says, “ it is a real 
pleasure to travel. One always meets with something 
remarkable. And you would hardly believe how good the 
butter i%." He tells the story of La Belle Barigny of 
Poitiers, whose lover dpng, left her 12,000 crowns, 
llis relations disjmte the will. The lady, disconsolate, 
swearing she will die of grief, attendant recueillit le 
legs que son amant lui avait fait" — a touch entii’ely 
Fontainesque. The country round Orleans pleases him 
greatly, by reason of its verdure, and freedom from 
those detestable montagnes pelees, those bare peaks, 
which every one hates so. At Amboise, where Fou- 
quet was then confined, he tries to visit the prisoner, 
but is not allowed, and sjsends the whole day fa tears 
at the door, thinking sadly of the past nine years and 
the lat kinc. He did not stay long at Limoges, finding 
the air of exile ojqjressive, and, ceasing his voluntary 
participation in misfortune, he returned to his wife, and 
shortly after became a father, not greatly, to his ow% 
delight. For La Fontaine was not fond of children, 
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the petit peuple — “ cet dge satis pitie ” — of whom he 
always speaks with such petulance. How should he 
be? A child himself, as exacting, and consequently as 
jealous, as children always are. , He spent the next few 
years between Paris and ChS,tcau- Thierry, his wife 
sometimes going with him to Paris, but getting tired of 
change, and settling down gradually to her home in 
Chfi,teau-Thierry ; I.a Fontaine, for his part, gravitating 
toward Paris. Here his friends were the best writers 
of the day: Boileau, Racine, Moliirc, and others. 
Notably the drunken bard Chapelle, he whom Boileau 
once lectured on the sin of intemperance, his repentant 
disciple plying him with wine until the preacher was 
drunk himself. 

He was now about forty-five years of age, and had 
hitherto published nothing except his miserable comedy. 
But he made two new and powerful friends : the dow- 
ager Duchess of Orleans, who made him one of the 
gentlemen of her household, and the Duchess do Bouil- 
lon, one of Mazarin’s nieces, who sometimes lived at 
Ch^teau-Thierry.* She, young, and full of cleverness 
and wit, caressed and indulged to the utmost this spoiled 
child of nine lustra. She made him use her house as 
his own — one wonders how the wife liked the arrange- 
ment — and even when she went away, left orders that 
everything was to be at La Fontaine’s disposal. This 
was what he liked. He cared nothing for the ordinary 
ambitions of the world. To please the king and be 
about the court was all .very well for Racine and Boi-. 
leau. They had morals, or, at least, a tolerable reputa- 
tion for morality; he had none. They had decorum 
and a proper respect for forms ; these he lacked. He 
’ loved better to live without g^e at the duchess’s little 
court of the Luxembourg, where he could go about in 
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perfect freedom, without fear of a royal frown, and safe 
in the sunshine of those soft hearts that never played 
him false ; where he could do as he pleased, and say 
what he pleased. 

History regretfully has to confess that his firs^tales 
wore written at the request of Madame de Bouillon. 
These were so sparkling, so witty, and so highly goiltes 
by the ladies for whose edification they were written, 
that the ])Oot Avas easily persuaded to Avritc more, and 
to go on writing more ; piling up abundance of material 
for rc])entance Avhen the time for repentance should 
come. He did more than this; he published, being 
then in his forty-eighth year, his first collection of 
Fables. 

It is extremely curious to observe hoAV long a time 
the floAvcr of liis genius took to blossom and come to 
p(!rfcction. At an age when most poets have filled 
whole desks he had written nothing at all. At an age 
Avhen many authors are in thC very summer of their 
poAvers, he Avas putting forth timidly a poor little trans- 
lation from the Latin. And when some men are begin- 
ning to bethink them of rest after a good day’s work. 
La Fontaine, unconscious of his years, takes to writing 
tale^ which belong to the mere wantonness of early 
manhood ; and fables which shoAV at once a child’s keen 
delight in trifles, the subtle perceptions, the “long 
thoughts” of childhood, and the facile versific^ion of 
the most practised poet. • 

As soon as these things appeared their author be- 
came, fer sdtum, the most popular Avriter in France. 
None had spoken like him before. He had no court 
airs, such as Racine sometimes put on. He was no 
pedant as Boileau sometimes was. He did not think it 
necessary to lash himself into fury at the follies of his 
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fellows; nor did he ever sneer at them; nor did he 
pretend to bind himself by any laws. He suited his 
verse to his subject, not his subject to his verse, and 
used short lines and long lines, odd rhymes and even 
rhymes, just as best fitted his theme. Hence his lan- 
guage was so bright and clear, and the verse was so 
light that no mountain brook could trip more merrily 
over its pebbles than his stories over their cadenced 
channel of rhyme. His thought and his verse were 
Avedded, and became one. For, just as the crafty 
chemist, by a process known only to himself, invents by 
cunning combination some ncAV and delightful essence, 
so La Fontaine, taking plentifully of the old classical 
spirit, and of the Gallic spirit quantum 'suff., and artfully 
compounding these in the alembic of his brain, pro- 
duced a poetical result which Avas as ncAv as it was 
pleasant, being, in fact, to other poetry, Avhat cham- 
pagne is to other wine. His tales and his fables Averc 
dramas, Avithout the dramatic rules, for La Fontaine 
was a bad playAvright. They were not written in five 
acts, but, as he said himself, in a hundred. Their chief 
strength lay in their perfect truthfulness to nature, — 
the great charm in his Avritings as in his character. 
Therein, as in a mirror, every man saw reflected his 
own impulses and thoughts; or, to use another simile, 
the writer seemed to take each reader into his confi- 
dence, while he went about, like a curious girl, and, 
Avith a certain feminine delicacy, lifting up just the 
corner of the curtain of the soul, afforded the merest 
peep into what was behind, with his finger on his lips 
and a smile in his eyes ; the play of a child, perhaps, 
but of a child careful never to wound. . 

Above aU, his work was most carefiilly_finished. 
There was no slovenly execution about La Fontaine. 
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liazy though he was, P enfant de la paresse et du sommeU, 
as he called himself, he would give nothing to the world 
but what was his best. He did no task work ; but the 
labour that he delighted in physicked pain. It was at 
once his chosen amusement and his work. And, as 
Thackeray wisely says, he is the happiest jnan who 
gets the work to do best fitted to his hand, and does 
not get tired of it. 

Fifteen years passed by. He got separated, without 
any scandal, from his wife, whom he never saw again.. 
Once, indeed, BoUeau persuaded Jiim to go to Ch&.teau- 
Thierry, and try to effect a reconciliation. He jour- 
neyed there, found she Avas at church, and came all the 
way back again, without Avaiting till the service was 
ended, comforting himself with the reflection that he 
had done all that was possible. He went on Avriting 
talcs and fables and letters, growing in reputation 
yearly but not increasing in fortune, and living on the 
bounty of his two duchesses. 

Then misfortune fell Aipon him. The Duchess of 
Orleans died ; tAvo years later the Duchess de Bouillon 
Avas exiled; and poor La Fontaine, noAv in his fifty- 
ninth year, as childlike and as innocent as ever,^four^d 
himself upon the world, once more, without a penny. 

Of course, it mattered nothing. Of course, other 
friends came to his assistance. Cond4, the Prince of 
Conti, the Duke of VendCme, gave him moij^y and 
helped him along till he found another patron, who 
took him in, and adopted him, so to speak, for her own 
son. This time it was Madame de la Sabli^re. 

Surely, of all fair sinners, there are few upon whom 
the world has looked with more indulgent eyes than on 
this accomplished and learned lady. One of the queens 
of Parisian society, the companion of savants, a mathe- 
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matician, a Greek scholar, she w&s at the same time a 
poetess, a musician, and the heroine of a thousand 
amourettes. Her husband was little disposed to quarrel 
with her for indiscretions for which his own notorious 
infidelities — he had the had taste to die broken-hearted 
at the loss of a mistress — gave her, in the eyes of the 
world, at least, some excuse. Whatever form these 
indiscretions had j)reviously taken, whether they were 
innocent or not, matters very little now ; only we must 
remark that Madame de la Sablicre was already forty 
years of age when she experienced an attack of that 
gratide passion Avhich was almost as inevitable in her 
times as the measles, and much more dangerous. The 
object of her love was the Marquis de la Fare, an inter- 
esting young gentleman some ten years her junior, of 
poetic proclivities and most refined tastes.. For some 
time the liaison went on at fever heat ; the lovers would 
spend whole days together — with all the accompani- 
ments of poetry and the finest cream-laid sentiment. 
The ardour of the gentleman was the first to cool, and 
our middle-aged Sappho perceived with tears that her 
charms could not altogether supplant those of the 
gaming-table. With regret she took the second place 
in her lover’s heart. Presently another rival came into 
the field ; a woman this time. It was too much. Poor 
Madame de la Sabliere threw up the game. Her hus- 
band dead — perhaps this was no great loss ; her lover 
gone ; her last illusions perished — she bravely resolved 
to leave a world which had n© longer any charms for 
her, and to spend the remaining years of her life in 
seclusion and good works. She shut her house and 
went no more into society. “ I have sent away,” she 
wrote, “ all my people, except my dog, my cat, and La 
Fontaine.” 



LA FONTAINE. 


2«8 


Tliis rival was, it is sad to say, a friend of the poet’s. 
He had always two sets of friends, one for serious 
moods, wliich were few, and one for his days of good 
8[)irits, which were many. She was La Champmesl^, 
the actress. Racine, before he was converted, taught her 
hoAV to act. La Fontaine dedicated tales to her; her 
husband wrote comedies for her ; and all the world fell 
in love with her.. Of her Avorthy husband Roileau 
maliciously Avrote : — 

Do six amanis contents ct non jalonx, 

Qui tour a tonr servaient a Madamo Clando, 

Lo nioins volage etait Joan, son epoux. 

The end oi‘ the gallant De la Fare, poet and lover, 
divided, as it were, betAveen Pallas Athene and Erycina 
Ridens, Avas uuAvorthy of so splendid a beginning. He 
became a tremendous gourmand, and actually killed 
himself by eating too much cod-fish. 

It was in the year when La Fontaine’s benefactress 
retreated from the Avorld that he Avas elected into the 
Academy. The choice Avas not unanimous. The king 
wanted the election of Roileau, a younger man, but 
ch^arly more Avorthy in many respects of the honour. 
President Rose, the leader of the opposition, made a 
violent speech against La Fontaine. Flinging the 
unfortunate volumes of Tales upon the table, he de- 
manded Avhether the Academy would submit to the 
king the name of a man Avho had written a book jletri 
par mie sentence de police. He Avas, hoAvever, chosen, 
in spite of the opposition. The king refused at %rst to 
ratify his election; nor was it till La Fontaine had 
AV'ritten tAvo or three odes brimful of flattery, and Roi- 
leau had actually been elected to another vacant chair, 
and the wayward poet — this naughty child of sixty- 
three— had given a distinct and solemn promise to be 
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saffe^ to be a good boy and never write any more wicked 
stories, that Louis gave his consent, and “La Fontaine 
joyfully passed those doors which seem to lead to im- 
mortality. On the day of his reception, with the first 
throbbings of a repentant awe upon him, he read a 
contrite epistle in verse to Madame de la Sabli6rc, 
regretting his past sins and promising amendment for 
the future. 

Pleased with his election. La Fontaine became one of 
the most regular attendants at the seances of the Aca- 
demy, where it does not appear that he greatly contri- 
buted to the work done, but where he enjoyed the 
pleasure of feeling himself among the learned, and 
pocketed his share of the forty livres distributed at 
every sitting, lie made new friends in the Hervaut 
family, however, who helped him to forget his promise 
to the king and the Academy. • Among them he found 
once more, what he could hardly get in the house of 
La Champmesle, but which was the chief grace and 
beauty of life to liim — the society of young and beau- 
tiful ladies. With them he renewed his youth, and 
forgot the crow’s feet and grey hairs of sixty years. 
He was always in love with them; he Avrote them 
verses, made jokes for them; was contented to be 
laughed at. “ What is the use,” he said, “ of old 
radoteurs like me but to make the girls laugh?” He* 
was the same once more as he had been forty years 
before ; and in this society, the Capua of his old age, 
he forgot all his promises of reform, and repeated all 
his old offences. A certain Madame Ulrich, with Avhom 
he contracted some sort of amourette, stimulated him to 
indite more tales, and his last were more sprightly, 
more witty, and more wicked than any he had pre- 
viously written. In vain his friends tried to bring 
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him to a better mind. His wings were heavy now and 
his flight feeble, but there was yet left a day or two of 
the bright Indian summer of his life, and he would not 
rest till the cold frosts of winter actually laid him low. 

He had no money, of course, except what he got from 
the sale of his Fables, which he probably spent as fast 
as he got it. His wife lived still at Ch&,teau-Thierry, 
and his son was brought up by friends., A story is 
told how La Fontaine met him once by accident, and 
how, after he had admired the young man’s modesty 
and manner, he was told that it was his own son. 
“ Indeed? ” he said, simjdy, “ I am very glad to hear 
it.” Occasionally he got a little honorarium; once, for 
instance, from the Dauphin, as an acknowledgment for 
his Fables ; and probably his old friend the Duchess dc 
Bouillon did not altogether forget him. At all events, 
his life was greatly simplified by his free quarters in 
the 116tel Sablicre. 

But he even outlived his benefactor. Madame de la 
Sabliere died when her poet was seventy-two years of 
age, and once more he was turned out upon the world, 
a beggar. Hervaut, going to offer him hospitality, 
met him in the street, crying over the death of the 
Idndest and best friend he had ever had. “ Come to 
my house,” said Hervaut. “ I was going there,” 
-^sobbed the poet. He went there, and stayed there till 
he died. 

And now the cold "winds of autumn were set in in 
earnest. The November of life — the month -ijl^en all 
butterflies must disappear — was upon him. To every- 
body comes a time when the flowers fade, and their 
perfume, long since faint, wholly dies. To La Fon- 
taine it came very late, but it came at last. He was 
seized with a disease which the physicians p,ronounccd 
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mortal, and began to patch up a hurried peace with the 
church. His repentance was most sincere and real, 
though the world laughs at the manner in which it was 
manifested; for he began by reading the New Testa- 
ment, a book altogether strange to him, and gravely 
pronounced it to be a work of considerable merit. It 
was at least fifty years since he had read it last, and it 
had all the charms of novelty to him. He had pre- 
viously, many years before, made a partial acquaint- 
ance with the Apocrypha ; for Racine once showed him 
a passage from Baruch, which he read with great 
interest, and went about for a fortnight afterwards 
asking everybody if they had read that excellent 
author, Baruch. Again, on his confessor representing 
to him the grave injury to public morals that his Tales 
had caused, the honest and contrite bard, who never 
quite understood the mischief he had done, offered, 
with many tears, to give to the church the profits of 
his next edition ; — which is much as if a remorseful 
burglar were to promise the proceeds of his next 
robbery in expiation for all the preceding. Getting 
over these preliminaries — it was natural that, after so 
many years of a life so dSvffle, he should feel at first a 
little strange in the harness of virtue — he set himself 
steadily, no longer a butterfly, but rather a chrysalis, 
to do everything acceptable to the church. lie made 
public lamentation over his sins at the Academy; he 
burned his unpublished l^ritings ; he projected hymns ; 
he wrote a translation of the Dies Tree; he wore a hair 
shirt ; he practised rigours ; he repented indeed. “ Oh ! 
mon, cher,” he writes^ “ mourir n’est rien ; mais songes- 
tu que, je vais comparaitre devant mon Dieu! Tu sais 
comme j’ai v4eii. \Avaht que tu rejoives ce billet les 
portes de I’eternitd sSfont ouvertes pour moi.” 
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These gates, indeed, were soon to open for him. He 
died, the year following his conversion, painlessly and 
happily, in the arms of Racine, his old and dear friend, 
who was himself to follow five years later. All France 
burst into tears, and everybody felt with his nurse, 
“ Dieu n’aura pas le courage de le damner.” 

Tja Fontaine presents a singular example of a man 
who, throughout a long life, persevered in a course 
calculated above all things to enfeeble the will and 
deaden the conscience, and yet preserved his moral 
fil)re strong enough to change suddenly and entirely in 
extreme old age. He had set his face steadily against 
all unpleasant things ; he would do no manner of work ; 
he chose the part of the lilies of the field, and would 
neither toil nor spin, preferring, to enjoy the summer 
sun and the warm ram. Rut Avhen the end came, and 
the inevitable stared him in the face, a thing which 
could no longer be shirked or forgotten, he emerged 
from his carelessness, and with a nature as fresh and 
buoyant as ever, not only rcjjented, but tried to undo 
the mischief he had done. 

It must be confessed that he had done a good deal of 
mischief in his day. But “ evil is wrought by want of 
thought, as well as want of heart.” ' What La Fontaine 
had done amiss was chiefly dgfte.>by want of thought. 
Like Adam, he fcdl at the temptation of woman. His 
fair but frail Benedictine, tile ladies of Vaux, the 
Duchess do Bouillon, La Champmesld, and* Madame 
Ulrich, were ever at his ear, pro!.npting him to write 
clever things, which, to be amiisg must needs be 
wicked, ^ilc Madame de Ja Saig. I'jyas the ORRy 
woman who urged him to rcpentaj;t.^t. Fleased with 
his own dexterity, he acceded to jkhe tempters, like a 
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child; and like a child, as soon as he saw that 
punishment must needs follow offence, he began to 
bo sorry and to cry. His great power of inspiring 
affection was mainly due to this touching simplicity 
and childishness. But besides, he had that indefinable 
quality which brings to some men the love of every- 
body, if not their respect. Weak of will, to all seem- 
ing, till he was forced into strength by contrition; 
prone to think lightly of vice and to laugh at follies, 
rather than to be indignant with them, yet always 
with the possibility before him of higher things ; always 
sinning, yet always dreaming of the Utopian future, 
where virtue should be all in all — he ought hardly to 
be judged like other men. The function of his life was 
that of the butterfly, to repeat our old simile, which, 
while all the world is at work, relieves the mind by the 
spectacle of one creature, at least, who takes no thought 
and has no toil, » And this function he performed with 
an entire and guileless simplicity, without affectation 
or pretence. Of affectation, indeed, he was incapable. 
There is no quality in La Fontaine more insisted on by 
his biographers than this pcrfcc^andour. Numberless 
stories are told to illustrate the way in Avhich he always 
laid bare his mind» Thus — one of them will do--- being 
once bored by the company at a dinner, be rose 
abruptly, and said«lio must go, having to be present at 
the Academy. “ You will be too early,” was objected. 

“ Oh! no,” said La Fofitaine, “ I shall go there by the 
longest way.” 

Sometimes he would he seized with long fits of solL 
tude. Then he would eschew all society and go away 
by himself, speaking to one, and sitting for hours 
under a tree, reading or musing, as happy with his own 
thoughts as ever Lord Foppington wae with his. His 
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book ■would generally be some Latin author, and his 
friends learned how to respect moods of taciturnity 
which wcr<^ not morose, but a sort of natural repose of 
the body while the mind digested its ideas. Perhaps 
it is on account of these fits of silence that we have 
such widely differing accounts of him as a companion ; 
one biographer setting him forth as yauche and distrait, 
the other as the most charming man of society. He 
was both in turns, for he made no concessions ; and if 
people did not jdcase him he made no effort to please 
them ; while if he was in congenial society he bubbled 
over with joyous fun and innocent malice. 

One must perforce compare him with Goldsmith, 
with whom he has many jwints of resemblance. The 
Boswells and Philistines of the day turned from both 
with repugnance and dislike. The society of ladies, 
was to both what the light is to the flower ; wjierever 
it shone thither their heads were turned. Oliver was 
softer-hearted, less dreamy, more alive to the sorrows 
of others; but his mind was cast in a less delicate 
mould, and we may look there in vain for that fine 
subtlety and felicity of expression which distinguish 
La Fontaine above all writers. 

One thing more. His writings do not want, in order 
to be understood, a knowledge of his life or. of his 
times. What he wrote, whether in fable or in tale, 
owes its interest to no local colouring, and bears no 
stamp of his century, save its cadre, the fi’amework of 
language. This is the strongest proof of lus genius. 
To write /or all time and of all time, to give illustra- 
tions of human nature which will serve for any place or 
any age of human society — this is what very few writers 
have done. We step from the classical and powdered 
school of Corneille and Racine, from the prim and arti- 
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ficial garden of Boileau, to a free and open ideal 
world, where men and women walk and talk unfettered 
by influences of time and country. What cared the 
poet for Louis Quatorze and all his splendour? To 
him the disputes of scholars and theologians were 
merely empty words. Port-Royal or the Sorbonne, 
Jansenist or Jesuit — he cared little which won.. And 
he left the H6tel de Rambouillet, in his time certainly 
fallen from its liigh estate, to lay down its* laws and 
formulate its decrees without his interference. The 
present was nothing to the poet. Like the virtuous 
man, in this respect at least, the outer world might 
have crashed around him without disturbing him from 
his reverie, or causing him an anxiety for the future. 

The great mistake of his life, which by his very 
nature he could not perhaps avoid, was the obstinacy 
with which he clung to youth. He would not, or could 
not, grow old. And as his mind, so are’ his writings ; 
these are always young. Flashes there are, in abund- 
ance, of a genius higher than any that France had yet 
seen. They are only flashes ; they hold out promise of 
great things, never to be fulfiUed. All his Tales should 
have been written before he was thirty, and put on the 
shelf to make room for that more solid work which he 
might have given to the world. But this was too much 
exertion for La Fontaine; he preferred polishing the 
gems — like his Fables — which mark the workman of 
infinite cunning and crai’t, and possible power. The 
promise was never fulfilled, and La Fontaine’s work is 
the work of a young man. In the same way, we look 
in his life for the man, and only find the child; a 
marveUous child indeed, spoiled by indulgence and 
caresses, wayward and self-willed, but preserving still 
his childlike sunny nature, his love for all who love 
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him, his childish selfishness, his childish inability to 
comprehend the nature of duty, and his readiness to 
repent directly he can be made to understand that he 
has done wrong. 

Such was La Fontaine; full of faults, in spite of 
which, perhaps on account of which, we love him 
now as everybody loved him then. Before we judge 
him let us remember the words written of him by that 
great and good man, Fcinelon. ‘‘ Lisez-le,’^ says the 
Bishop, ‘‘ et dites si Anacreon a su badiiier avec jdus 
de grace ; si Horace a par6 la philosophic d’orncments 
plus po^tiques ct plus attrayants; si Terence a peint 
les moeurs des hommes avec plus de naturel et de 
verito.” 





Chapter XIV. 

BOILEAU. 

Tout ce qui n’est pas clair n’est pas Fran^ais. 

PEAK no harm of Boileau,” said Voltaire; 
“ 9 a portc malheur.” It is a pious super- 
stition observed by all. French writers, 
indeed, are proud of their great Despr<5aux, 
and unwilling, save in times of contro- 
versy, such as that of the Romantic movement, to de- 
tract by any unkind criticism from his great fame. He 
is like some old idol to whom, though younger gods 
have come and gone, the people* yet do reverence by 
habit. The dust has settled thick upon, him and blurred 
his face; his ornaments and trappings are tarnished; 
the gilt sword has dropped from his hands; he seems 
to have no longer any power for good or for evil ; and 
yet through the cobwebs and the dust you may still 
mark the calm cold eyes, the clean-set chin, the firm lips 
that tell of strength. 

The fether of Nicolas Boileau-Despr^aux was Re- 
gistrar to the Great Chamber of Paris, and in that 
centre of the earth was bom the satirist in November, 
1636. It was in the same room in which the “ Satyre 
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Menipp^e ” had been written. Nicolas was the eleventh 
child of the registrar.* The eldest brother, Gilles, was 
already a poet and scholar of some reputation when 
Nicolas was bom. Another brother, Jacques, canon 
of the Sainte-Chapelle, also achieved distinction as a 
historian and antiquary. A third brother, J erome, suc- 
ceeded his father in the jjost of registrar. We have 
thus a family of considerable respectability, a point 
which was not without its influence on the future 
satirist. 

The childhood of young Nicolas was not fortunate. 
He lost his mother at two years of age, and was no 
favourite with his father. Afflicted too with a dire 
disease, he was subjected to a terrible operation, un- 
skilfully performed, which gave him uneasiness during- 
the whole of his life. He was thus a quiet and gentle 
boy, incapacitated for the rude sports of other children, 
and driven back upon his own resources, which did not 
leave Ixim altogether unhappy. Alone in a garret he 
spent whole days poring over romances and poetry. 
His father allowed him to do as he pleased, a little in- 
dignant, as fathers of poets always are, at the waste of 
valuable time, and occasionally remarking, with that 
absence of discrimination which also characterizes fathers 
of poets, that Nicolas was a good lad who would never 
do harm to others or good to himself. Everybody has 
a sneer at the parents of poets. Eor my own part, 
seeing the entire impossibility of predicting^ poetical 
success, its rarity, its slender marketable value, and the 
fact that poetry may be pursued with any other calling, 
I am disposed to agree with M. BoUeau and the 
other anxious parents who rightly enough rank the 
certainty of material comfort far above the chance of 
glory. This, after all, if you get it, means chiefly the 
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standing in a conspicuous place on the shelves, and oc- 
casionally having your character dissected, and perliaps 
your re])utation destroyed, by the critics, long after it 
has been firmly established. 

He was educated at the College of Beauvais, where 
he made himself remarked by a singular aptitude for 
writing verses. At the age of eighteen he produced his 
first serious attempt, happily now as dead as the dodo. 
He wrote also certain bad tragedies. While it is the 
best thing possible for an aspirant to attempt any kind 
of writing, the exercise giving fluency to his style, com- 
mand of language, and facility of expression, it must 
be owned that the world has ever cause for congratula- 
tion when the youthful efforts of a poet are lost. 

The boy became a man, but always grave, sober, and 
studious. There are no eynportements de la jeunesse; 
none of the mad folly which the world laughs at and 
excuses. BoUeau was sa^e, a little malin, ])erhaps, fond 
of that kind of good story which makes you laugh at 
the smaller misfortunes of your neighbour — that is to 
be expected, because he was a Frenchman — but good- 
natured at bottom, and careful on the whole not to say 
or do anything which might give pain. He first began 
to study law, but gave it up in disgust after being called. 
Years afterwards he manifested his hatred to law when 
he drew the character of Chicane in the “ Lutrin.” 

Between those old supports, by which the wall 
’^Supports the mass of this stupendous hall, 

There stands a pillar known and cursed by fame, 

Where the litigious Norman shouts his claim. 

Here, on a dusty pile of parchments old 
A Sibyl sits each day to screech and scold ; 

Chicane her name : no single thought of right 
Her ceaseless clamour calms, or clears her sight ; 

Beside her lEirong her ehildren — shaking Fear ; 

Famine and Buin — shameful brood — are here. 
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Around thoir mother’s throne they press, and still 
With loud laments the troubled echoes fill : 

She, poring always over precedents, 

To work new ruin, pleadings now invents, 

House, castle, palace, at one stroke o’erthrows, 

And adds more cases to the countless rows. 

A hundred times has Themis wept to see 
Her balance weighed by Chicane’s subtlety. 

From shape to shape she turns, by magic might ; 

Now like the blinking owls she shuns the light, 

Now like a hungry lion glares around ; 

Now like a serpent crawls along the ground. 

He then turned his attention to theology, took orders, 
and for a time held a small benefice worth some eight 
hundred-francs, though he w^ never a theologian. And 
once, hut only once, we hear of Boileau in love. No one 
is wholly exempt from the fatal passion. A studious 
life, a pfe-occupied mind, a , cold temperament, ill-health, 
these did not aijparently protect Boileau. Of the pas- 
sion we learn but little. Its object was his cousin, 
■Marie Porcher de Bretonville. The love-making, ap- 
parently conducted on different principles from those 
which guide most suitors, ended in Boileau selling his 
benefice and devoting the proceeds to his mistress, not, 
light-minded reader, with the frivolous object of pro- 
curing the poor girl dresses, gaiety, society, some of 
the light and brightness of life, but with the grave and 
solemn end of putting her into a convent. A curious and 
suggestive story. Boileau is in love; he shows it by 
making his mistress a nun. Poor poet! po(j^ Marie! 
One pictures her carrying his image in her heart, 
pining away for fifty years or so — nuns take a long 
time to pine — while she treasures up still the me- 
mory of a wooing, pleasant while it lasted, though cold 
as ice. 

Boileau, in reality, was incapable of love. That is 
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the secret of his coldness, his want of sympathy, the 
uniformity of his colouring. The power of loving, not . 
the fact that a man has loved, gives to literature what the 
atmosphere gives to nature, its colour, its half shades, 
its repression of outline, its haze, softness, and tone. 
All this is wanting in Boileau, because he was mthout 
the yearning after the other sex which makes poets of 
us all. He had no mother, no wife, no mistress— even 
an amourette would have been something — no single 
woman whom he loved. 

At the age of twenty-four he begins to write his 
satires. The first, in imitation of the third satire of 
Juvenal, was found by Fu^ctiere among the papers of 
Gillcs Boileau, to whom it had probably been submitted 
for criticism. He read it, liked it, carried it away, and 
flowed it about. It had immediate^ success. Young 
Nicolas was invited to the Hotel de Rambouillet, where 
he made the acquaintance of Chapelain, Cotin, and 
the rest of the tuneful throng. He went there seldom,, 
however, for he made friends of greater value than the 
Rambouillet and Scud(iri circles, now in their decline. 
He became known to Madame de S4vigne, to Madame 
de la Fayette, to Rochefoucauld, Lamoignon, Racine, 
Moliere, Chapelle, and La Fontaine. His friendship 
with Racine was especially tender and devoted, lasting 
a whole lifetime without a cloud. For Boileau, who 
had no place in his heart for the love of women, could 
yet — it is the one soft point in his character — be the 
truest of.friends. Had he been Paris, he would have 
adjudged the apple by rules of art, and after careful 
tape measurements of the goddesses. But to Damon 
he was another Pythias, to Jonathan another David., 

The death of Ws father giving him a modest j)atri* 
mony, Boileau henceforth lived the life of a scholar. 
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chiefly among a small circle of friends. He rented a 
room in the Rue du Vieux Colombier, where, with 
Racine, La Fontaine, Moli^re, and Chapelle, weekly 
reunions and dinners were held and literary matters 
discussed. The little circle* consisted of men who had 
all made their in the world. La Fontaine, by his 
Tales ; Racine, by his “ Th4baide Moli6re, already weU 
known; Chapelle, by his “Voyage and Boileau, by his 
Satires. The penalty for an infraction of the rules was 
nothing less than the perusal of so many verses of the 
“ Pucelle the highest penalty — we hope, never inflicted 
— was the compulsory reading of a- whole page. At 
these meetings, little by little, the literary creed which 
we find promulgated in the “Art_Po<itique,” was discus- 
sed and formularized. They held the same views of art ; 
they assisted each other in carrying them out, and in 
laying down their princiifles. 

Not slowly, but rapidly, the name and influence of 
♦Boileau grew. To understand the weight of his opi- 
nion, it is not enough to read the Satires; these only 
prove it, they do not explain it. We must remember 
that there was as yet no criticism. A few poets and a 
lew people with literary taste met at the Hbtel de 
Rambouillet, or that of Mile, de Scud4ri. These 
circles, beginning with excellent aims, rapidly degene- 
rated into prejudiced coteries. Literature, to be sure, 
was always discussed, but on false principles of art. 
Then, too, as we have seen, a knot of third-fKite poets 
had got themselves constituted an Academy, but it 
took many years before the French Academy became 


^ It is spoken of by La Fontaine, in the “ Amours de PsychA” The 
four friends were Moli^, who is called Gelaste (ys^affro'f) ; Boi- 
lean, Axiste ; Bacine, Acante ; and La Fontaine, Polyphile. 
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a literary power. There were as yet no reviewers, 
nothing to guide popular opinion. Just as an un- 
learned listener at a concert likes or dislikes a piece 
of music, so the Parisians liked or disliked a new poem, 
tickled with a new melody, pleased and surprised by a 
novel collocation of words. But with no principles or 
rules of art and taste. 

And as for the literature itself, it was as wild and 
unregulated as might have been expected. In wander- 
ing down one of those ravines which cut up a tropical 
island into sectors of splendour separated by rays of 
glory, you wUl mark as you step along the boulders 
amid which the mountain stream bubbles and sparkles, 
the palms spreading out broad branches, pointing skyward 
each its single spiral spear ; beside these the great tree 
fern, beneath which the leaves appear by day a golden 
fretwork wrought for Solomon’s Temide, and by night, 
under the moon, a marvellous pattern of lace cut out in 
silver. Round your feet spring up the scentless flowers . 
of the forest ; the bamboo is over your head, clustering 
together its long thin arms for protection against the 
wind ; the aloe shoots thirty feet into the air, its long 
mast laden with its bitter berries. All at first seems 
the glorious, wanton prodigality of Nature which cannot 
exhaust her types of beauty. But as you gp on, you 
may mark how the great creepers stretch their mur- 
derous embrace from tree to tree, crushing out their 
lives, so that the dead trunks killed long before their 
time stand up among the rest ; at every step your foot 
plunges into what appears to be a solid bank of nioss- 
grown earth and is a rotten and corrupting trunk ; on 
the trees are vast ant-houses, where the little creatures 
live until their host is eaten up; death, premature 
decay, blighted promise, cross you at every step; in the 
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branches the hideous monkey lives, and chatters, and 
leaps, and runs. And there are no sweet birds because 
this creature of mischief, this fittest emblem of the 
flesh and its selfish appetites, has sucked all their eggs 
and destroyed all their nests. The literature of France 
at this time was like the tropical ravine, as full of 
promise and power, as foil of death, decay, and 
blighted hopes; the svfeet fancies of innocence and 
youth destroyed by licence and by lust. 

We have seen how the lives of some of the men I have 
spoken of were licentious and disgraceful. What I 
have kept in the background is the way in which their 
lives re-acted upon theii* work — 

Lc vers se sent toujours dos bassesses du cceur. 

There is nothing in all literature so disgraceful — let 
me say it for once and have done with it — as the galant 
verse of the seventeenth century. As a punishment its 
writers, save Avhen one delves and digs in obscure 
places, are all forgotten, with their works — 

Cos dangereux anteurs, 

Qui, de rhonnonr en vers infames d6scrtciirs, 

Trahissant la vertu sur nn papier coupablc, 

Aux youx do lours lecteurs rendent le vice aimable. 

But in their time they were read, learned, quoted. 
They corrupted the sacred sources of love, honour, 
self-restraint ; they made mirth ghastly, hideous, harm- 
ful ; they changed the laugh of childhood to ^e leer of 
Silenus ; they took the blush from woman’s cheek, the 
dignity from manhood. It was one of the two Hercu- 
lean tasks undertaken by Boileau, to stop this foul and 
fetid stream. The second, which was a harder and 
fiercer fight, was to substitute good taste for bad, pro- 
portion for disproportion, harmony for cacdlihony. The 
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wretched taste of the poetasters, headed by Chapelain, 
seems almost inconceivable. It had grown up along 
with a habit of praising each other, till real criticism 
was regarded as a mark of ill-breeding. Chapelain 
himself, with his eternal “ Cela n’est pas meprisable,” 
was called by Voiture, “ I’excuseur de toutes le« fautes.” 
Costar was supposed not to know the use of the word 
“no;” they were all so greedy of praise that to get it 
they grudged not the most extravagant compliments to 
each other. • Words were no longer, as a writer com- 
plained, the signs of judgment and reason, but of a 
civility which one man i)ays to another like a saluta- 
tion. Their style — I am not now talking of V oiture, Ben- 
sorade, or Saint Amant, but of the prose writers — was 
made up of conceits the most far-fetched, the most 
wearisome, the most fade.^ 

The romance writers and the poets not only protected 
and praised each other, they were protected by great 
and powerful nobles, by the Prince de Condd, by Col- 
bert, by the king himself until he learned better. They 
had the prestige of court patronage ; they were the ser- 
vants, dependents, parasites, of all that was rich and 
powerful in France. 

BoUcau appeared among them more as a critic than 
a poet. He came with a mission to silence them all, 

* Take this as a specimen. The author wants to tell us of the 
arriyal of the summer by the constellation of the Bull and the 
Twins. “ After that the Knight of the Day, in the celestial amphU 
theatre, mounted on Phlegon, has valiantly speared the luminous 
Bull, throwing rays of gold for javelins, and having for applauders 
of his attacks the charming assembly of stars, who, in order to re- 
gard wifli more pleasure his elegant shape, were leaning on the bal- 
conies of Aurora; after that, by a sing^nlar metamorphosis, with 
spurs of feathers and a crest of fire, the fair-haired Phoebus, become 
a cock, has presided over the multitude of brilliant stars, hens of 
the celestial fields,*’ &c. 
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and to lay down anew the rules of poetical art. These 
rules he arrived at by no instinct of his own, but by 
the application of common-sense to the rules of Horace. 
These at least were the laws of good taste, laws which 
ought to be part of our nature ; laws as inscrutable as 
those of proportion and harmony. He would make 
them known, not by translation, but by imitation ; he 
would apply an Horatian analysis to the writers of his 
own time ; he would illustrate it by Satires and Epistles 
of his own, imitated directly as to form, spirit, and 
almost as to words, from those of Horace and Juvenal, 
those things only being changed which must be changed. 

There was no hurry in his movements. When he had 
written a piece he kept it in his desk polishing and 
correcting till he could think of nothing more to add. 
Then he gave it to Racine for his criticism and sugges- 
tions. Perhaps, too, he showed it to Moli^re. Always 
the limcB labor et mora. The satire finally finished, it 
was not, as is our hasty and ill-considered practice, im- 
mediately set up in type and published, but was first 
carefully copied and handed about. Paris fought for 
copies ; they were learned by heart ; they were written 
down by memory and sent into the country as predous 
things, and long before they were printed the lines had 
become proverbs, and the unfortunates satirized were 
mere objects of contempt. 

Boileau had thus a giant’s strength. He used it with 
generosity, forbearance, and wisdom. Nojjf personal 
malice or ill-nature corrupts his satire. In every single 
car-e his verdict has been endorsed by posterity. Not 
one of all the poets whom he ridiculed has survived, not 
because Boileau held him up to contempt, but because 
he deserved oblivion at least for the things which Boi- 
leau ridiculed. ♦ St. Amant’s “ Moses Saved ” is long 



AT COVET. 


287 


ago “ Moses Lost.” Chapelain’s “ Pucelle ” was dead and 
buried as soon as born. The others are but shadows, 
the shadows of names. We have forgotten that people 
once ran after them pointing with the finger and crying 
aloud to the four winds their glory and immortal fame. 

His power was increased by his position at court. 
He was thirty-three when he was presented to the 
king, two years younger than himself, and not yet 
quite spoiled by adulation. Boileau, at this first inter- 
view, by the king’s request, recited him those well- 
known verses, which were not yet published, from the 
“Epitre au Roi.” Louis’ face changed. He could not 
conceal his pleasure at flattery so undi^uised, so auda- 
cious, and so gracefully set. “ I would praise you more,” 
he said, “ had you praised me less.” Boileau left the 
palace that day with a pension of two thousand francs 
for himself, and one for Racine of four thousand. 
Henceforth, Boileau is the offieial literary adviser of 
the crown. Whom he praises, Louis praises. If Louis 
ventures on an opinion contrary to his own, Boileau, 
always with his head erect (the man who flatters best 
is he who flatters as if the truth were extorted from him) 
dares to tell the king that he is admirable in sieges, 
but not so good as himself at sonnets. In the art of 
adulation Boileau was not only easily, incomparably 
first, but he also struck out a quite original line for 
himself. It is indicated above. He set up the king as 
a mighty conqueror — a second Alexander ; he claimed 
for himself the proud position of celebrater of the king’s 
triumphs. When he and Racine were with Louis" at 
the siege of Ghent, a cannon-ball fell within a few 
yards of the king, and not many firom where Racine 
and Boileau were standing. “Were you frightened?” 
asked the king, kindly. Of course he was no more 
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frightened than Julius Cajsar, would have been under 
similar circumstances. An unready man would at once 
have disclaimed the iniputation of cowardice. Not so 
Boilcau. He magnified the danger by insinuation. He 
claimed for himself the usual amount of courage by in- 
sinuation. He conveyed to the king, by insinuation, 
the assurance that he — Louis — was as superior to ordi- 
nary mortals in bravery as he was by position. “ I 
trembled for myself, sire, but I trembled more for your 
majesty.” 

Observe, too, that Boileau’s flattery, like that of all 
the writers of the time, has a strong element of sin- 
cerity in it. It was a new thing to have a king who 
reigned atid ruled as well. Richelieu and Mazarin, 
and before them the great lords, had accustomed the 
French to regard divided authority, with a puppet for 
a king, and all its attendant miseries of faction and 
tyranny, as a necessary evil. For the first time since 
Louis XI. here was a king who ruled by no great 
minister; who conducted his wars in person, or at 
least seemed to do so to the outer world; who was 
afiable and courteous, who loved arts and literature. 
Therefore, when all men united in praising such a 
king it was from their heart. They meant it. It was 
not in nature to regard with other feeling than that of 
profound admiration a monarch who not only respected 
literature, but rewarded it by substantial pensions. 
Honour and a pension together naturally induced 
reverence for the fountain of honour. Personal loyalty 
may thus be in a way an indirect function of personal 
vanity, and the surest friends of the king are certainly 
those whose personality the king has recognized. For 
these reasons I am not disposed to sneer at Boileau for 
his adulation ; rather to admire him for doihg it so well. 
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He did it, as I have said, with a proper sense of his own 
importance. The king showed him once some verses 
of his own composition. “ J^othing,” said the critic, 
“ is able to deter your majesty ; you have Avished to 
make bad verses, you have made them.” He even 
ventured in tlni presence of the kiiig to speak Avith con- 
tcm])t of Scarron, the first husband of Madame de 
Maintenon. And yed this Avas tlu; same man who 
glosses over the inaction of tlu; king during the passage 
of the Rhine, saying hoAV Louis 

So plaint de sa grandeur qui 1 ’attache au rivago. 

On another occasion, the Duke de la F euillade meeting 
Boileau at Versailles, showed him a sonnet by Char- 
leval. Boileau read it, and gave it back Avith a dis- 
paraging remark. The; duke showed it to the Dauphine, 
Avho look (id it over and returned it, saying, “ Voilii un 
beau sonnet.” “ There,” said the duke, “the king likes 
it and the princess likes it.” “ The king,” said Boileau, 
“ is very good at taking toAvns ; the princess is ‘a lady 
of infinite accomjdishments ; but alloAv me to say that 
I knoAV verses better than either of tlnun.” The duke 
hastened to tell the king. “ What does your majesty 
think of such insolence? ” “ I am sorry to say,” said 

Louis, “ that I think Boileau is. quite right.” 

He first received permission to print in 1 606. He 
had already written his “ Heros des Romans,” of Avhich 
I propose to speak further on; but out of consideration 
for Mile. Scud6ri, he refused to publish it in her life- 
time. It Avas printed in Holland as the Avork of St.-- 
Evremond. 

It was in 1677 that he was made, with Racine, 
“ historiographer ” to the king. • Neither of them ever 
wrote any history; and it Avas not till 1687 that he was 

u 
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electcS a member of the Academy, not at his own wish, 
but by tbe wish of the king. He made a very fine 
speech on the occasion, which the Academicians hardly 
knew whether to regard as real or satirical, for he told 
them that he supposed his election to be due to the 
fact that being appointed royal historiographer, the 
king wanted him to take the advice of the Academy. 

All the stories told of him — they are as many as 
those told of Dr. Johnson — illustrate his constant 
devotion to the om; object of his life — the improvement 
of good taste. With this end he taught the very 
wholesome doctrine that morality, pubbc and private, 
is a necessary element in art. Thus he objected to the 
constant love-making of the opera, with its eternal 
refrains — « 

II faut aimer, 

II faut H’eiiflammer ; 

La sagosse 
De la jeuiiesse 

C’ost de savoir joair de ses appas — 

and would have preferred the chorus of antiquity : 

llle bonis faveatqtie ot consilietnr amicis, 

Eto'egat iratos, et amet peccare iimentes. 

Yet it was only by certain points that the Latin spirit 
seized his mind at all. Terence he felt and appreciated ; 
Horace aS a satirist, but not as a lynst.j while Virgil, 
Catullus, Ovid, were nothing iqore than names to him. 
And it illustrates hit habit of grasping the saJiric pointy 
that he conceived the idea of writing a life of Diogenes, 
“.whom I will mak6 a modSl of the most perfect gueur- 
serie. . . . . ^^obody iri. had more esprit; he 

did from .yailitly what^ocrates did from philosophy, an 
ingeni^S co^'ist tryihg 'to ouhlo the original. Socrates 
-h^-|t ht)use; Diogenes had a tub; Socrates had a 
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wife ; Diogenes got along without one ; Plato used to 
say that Diogenes was Socrates gone mad.” 

He is careful to restrain his I’egasus, by obscirving 
strictly his own rule — “ tout ce qu'on dit do trop est 
fade et rebutant” — till the poor animal is as quiet 
as a j)ar8on’s cob, and ambles along at a measured 
pace while the satirist on his back pqurs out his general 
common] daces enlivcnc'd by their strokes of delicious 
personalities. 

Do you, reader, like Boileau’s satires? Do you, 
indeed, like anybody’s satires? Does your ’"heart, like 
mine, sink when the poet assumes the ])ose of virtuous 
indignation, and begins his dialogue with the usual 
platitude? “ Man is the most foolish of animals,” cries 
Boileau, Quoth the other lociitor— the dummy who is 
always being bowled over, like the infidel every* Sun- 
day — “ Do 1 understand you aright, great Desprdaux ! 
you actually assort, in that lirilliant and original re- 
mark, that man is more foolish than the brute crea- 
tion?” “ I mean* it,” returns the satirist, solemnly — 


Volla. rhomlne eu effot. T1 va du blanc au noir ; 

II condamnO an matin ses sentiments du — 

* 

, jially of giV, 

tXnci bO oil. How wo itltow tllG and never leaves' to 

every barrel organ : man is incon sisters, Alecto and 

able ; he is a slave to his - - 'sic and one might 

they vvere morality personified and 
like the animals, ivho e • . 

dom, he makes laws fo,. , . , ‘ . 

fool the wkor he thinhs*" ‘h® feature. 

Then* we have trotted, Uoud-steuied oyes and 

friends the miser, th/ * , . 

vxr.riow.4- 4-v.r> iT 4- discardcd at oncc, cposscs, thc, wrc- 

te Souddri-Sappho^waa 
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Then comes, of course, the goody about true nobility, 
which is done just as well by Jean cle Meung ; the 
bore, th(; banquet, the sham miseries of those who 
make verses, the wretched necessity which makes the 
writtT a satirist. We know all the second-hand pro- 
]Kirtios and old stage tricks; we only wink at each 
other when the satirist asks what be is to do at Rome, 
bidng unable to lie ; we grin Avhen he deplores the vic(!8 
of Avomen ; Ave get up and go away softly when the old 
familiar indignation has gone on too long. Surely, the 
days of the Iloratian satire arc over at last. 

You may read, hoAvever, one of Boileau’s Avifli plea- 
sure. Jt is the “ EmbaiTas de Paris.” Imitation as it 


is, there is life, movement, A'igour, in the descriptions ; 
you h(!ar the cats all night, the carts all day; the 
lackeys light in tlu^ streets, the tiles fall off the roofs, 
the mud pours doAvn the gutter. Them you may read 
some of the “Lutrin,” if you like. I do not like. To 
the. “Rape of the Lock” it is as the gambols of a cloAvn 
to tiie dance of a fairy. Who can possibly take any 
interest in the great fat canons ? 

But the Jijost sparkling, the most clever, of Boileau’s 


works is H(iros des Romans.” Here he parodies, 

.‘ '. 1 f touch which he shows nowhere else, 

seized ms mmdr at ajL , ... ’ 

,j : ^ , 'e and the little literary fashions of 

ilora«ic a% a satirist, b. . ^ 

, ”atii»''yOcles, singing to the tune 

Catullus, Uvid, were notning . 

And it illustrates habit of gr 

that he conceived the idea of ^'blie 


“.whom I Avill make a ino#] CK'lie— 


serie i^obody in, the worl^. , 

did from vaiiil^ Avhkt Socrates did . 
ingem«*.coWi»A^rag-to ouhlo-th 
loose; Diogenes hna a 

ladies in Capua, 
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but she has too great an ojjinion of her own beauty, 
and Horatius €ocles rallies her in this imjii’Oinptu, 
making her confess that everything gives way to the 
beauty of Cl61ie.” The Grand Cyrus is there : he does 
nothing but Aveep for his lost Mandane, till I’liito drives 
him away in a rage. At the ncAvs of an insurrection 
in Hades, Clcilie is only terrified lest they should in- 
vade the lioyaume dii Tendre. Lucreti.a is occupied on 
a kind of anagram, invented by the great Hrutus; 
Avhile Sa])])ho does nothing but draw jtortraits. One 
of them is given. It is exactly in the style of the por- 
traits in the “ Grand Cyrus.” These Avere all, of course, 
flattering. 

Tisiplionc is naturally above the average stature of her sex, but 
iievcrtneloss is so degagee, so free, and so well projiortioned in all 
lier limbs, that even her gi‘oat height sits well upon her — she has 
small eyes, but they are piercing, full of iire, and are bordered 
besides with a kind of vermilion which wonderfully enhances their 
splendour. Her hair falls naturally in ringlets, and one could almost 
say that these are so many serpeni-s twisting in and out and playing 
carelessly abont her fa9e. Her complexion has not the faded and 
insipid colour of the Soylhiau women, but rattier jiartakes of that 
noble and maseuliiio brown imparted by the sun to tlie Indies of 
Africa. Her step is exiremely noble and haiighly;,: when it is 
necessary to hastem it she flies rather than walk^, and I doubt 
whether Atalanta herself could outstep her. For the rest, this vir- 
tuous maiden is naturally an enemy of Tice, especially of great crimes, 
which she pursues everywhere, torch in liand, and never leaves to 
repose ; seconded in this by her two illustrious sisters^ Alecto and 
Mcgaera, who are no less enemies of vice than herself: and one might 
say of these three sisters that they were morality personifiei^ and 
living. 

Who would recognize in this description the features 
of the Fury of Orestes Avith^her hlood-stained eyes, and 
snaky tresses ? *■ 

A suspicion, to be^ discarded at once, crosses the irre- 
verent mindj that B^ileau remembered in drawing 
Tisiphonc, that jwor Mile, de Scud^ri — Sappho — was 
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herself the plainest of her sex; uglier, it was said, 
though this must have been exaggeration, than any 
man excejjt Pellisson, her lover, of Avhom we have 
heard before. Boileau certainly allows himself to say 
so, in rhymes which are as impertinent as most epi- 
grams : — 

La figure de Pellisson 

Esi line figure cffroyable : 

Mais quoique ee vilaiii gary.on 

Soit plus laid qu’un singe et qu’un diable, 

Saplio lui trouve des appas ; 

Mais je ne ni’on iHoniic pas ; 

Car cliacun aime son semblablo. 

Boileau might have remembered his own maxim : 
“Ikien n’est beau quo. le vrai.” Ojie hopes that poor 
Sappho never saAv the epigram., 

The grand literary event of his later years was the part 
he took in the disjmtc as to the relative merits of the 
ancients and moderns. Chaides Perrault, known now 
as the author of the “ Contes des P^es,” was the first to 
strike the signal of re.volt against the classical despotism. 
It Avould be too tedious, here, to follow the dispute; to 
tell all the arguments used on both sides ; to fight the 
dreary battle over again. In every age there is always 
some such question coming to the front to exasperate 
the combatants and bore the bystanders. 

The reign of Boileau lasted all his life: his re_al 
power ceased in the year 1 G85, when he went to live at 
Auteuil. Here for nearly thirty years longer he lived 
by himself, occasionally going to town to the Jlcademy, 
and receiving a few friends. One by one the old circle 
dro])j)ed and left him lonely. Racine died in 1699 in 
the arms of his old friend. “ It is a. happiness,” he 
whispered with his last l)reath, “to die before you.” 
Moli6re was dead twenty years before. J^a Fontaine 
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had gone in 1695 ; and when all were Head except him- 
self, the old man, deaf, half blind, unable to speak 
above a whisper, full of pains and infirmities, sat down 
to wait his own turn, occupied meanwhile in correcting, 
and reading over and over again, his own poems. He 
added little to his fame in the last thirty years of his 
life, writing more satires and epistles, a very terrible 
ode after the manner of Pindar,* and the two last cantos 
of the “ Lutrin.” For him the a^e of OTeat writers was 

o o 

gone. He felt as Ovid might have felt, had he re- 
turned to Rome and found himself alone, left the last 
of all the Augustan circle. 

There could be no more great ^vritcrs. F ranee had 
exhausted her powers with the illustrious five of whom 
he was one — Corncilhi, Racine, Moliere, La Fontaine, 
and Boileau. The soil was worn out by this supreme 
effort. Rest Avas absolutely necessary for France, per- 
ha])8 a rest of many centuries. No more books for a 
very long time Avould be required. The other poets of 
his old age were ridiculous versifiers, even worse than 
those who went before him. The dramatists were crea- 
tures beneath contempt. • “ Do you Avant,” ho Avhispered 
savagely to an unfortunate jdayAvright who brought 
him a MS., “do you want to hasten my last hour?” 
Yet the new generation went to Auteuil to look at him 
and to do him homage. The old man liked it ; treated 
them polit(dy, and ignored their Avritings. 

As the end drcAv near he removed to Paris, Avhere he 
died iti 1711, with a last word of honourable pride. 
“It is a great consolation for a dying poet,” he -said. 


* That is to say, aa he expresses it, “ fall of movement and trans- 
port, AyhOTein the mind seems hurried away by fury rather than 
guided by reason.” 
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“ to have never f^ritten a word against morality.” He 
might have gone further — he might have consoled him- 
self more with the reflection that he had also helped, 
by example and by i>recept, to keep others from so 
ofiending. 

I find in Boileau the greatest master of the French 
language that the country had yet seen. Every Avord is 
tlu! right oiks; every adjective is the right one; every 
sentence is in the best order ])Ossible : (^very rhyme 
is correct; every thought is fully expressed ; and not a 
single line of his ])olished A’crses halts, stumbles, or 
runs lame. His satires are like a well ordered garden, 
smooth, trim, in pc'.rfect ordcir. You look for the well- 
known floAvers — they are all tliert!. No Avild fioAver, 
mark you, no weed, no flaunting lualge-sidc! blossom ; 
but — no ncAV flower. We see everyAvhere the patient 
gardener, never tired of his labour, delighting in the 
Avork of his hand : — 

Dans ce rude metier ou mon esprit sc tne, 

En vain je travaille et je sue. 

As you Avander about in this garden you become 
aAvai’c of a sense of fatigue. Y^ou yaAAm, you are op- 
pressed, you seem to have seen it all before, and Avhen 
you come out you ftjcl as if you never Avant to go back 
again. I have recognized this feeding in every single 
Avriter on Boileau, even among those who have jero- 
iKiunccd his doge. Nobody Avants to go back to him. 

Pre'sently Ave find that he has never connived an 
original idea, never looked for one, never felt the neces- 
sity of thinking, sat e in grooves. Take from Boileau 
aU that he has taken from Horace and Juvenal, and what 
have Aye ^eft.^ A dummy of graceful form with a few 
rags fluttering in the Avind. Take further -what he has 
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pillaged from Jl.egnicr, and the very rags disappear. 
It was no robbery, in those days, to take from the 
classics. Everybody who could do it did it boldly and 
Avithout shame. Perhaps, too, he thought that what 
he cribbed from Regnicr he made his own by improv- 
ing it. 

The thing Ave miss, absolutely and entirely, is the 
])oetic instinct. 

Boileau Is not a poet. He is an imitator of the very 
first order; he can Avrite verses to dress up other 
])eo[)le’s thoughts in the smoothest and most Avorkman- 
like manner possible. 1 believe the art of sculpture may 
be reduced to mechanical skill, and Avhat Canova has 
designed his Avorkmen can execute. So it is Avith 
Boileau. He is a jioetical Avorkman Avho surjiasses the 
Avhole AAmrld in mechanical skill, lie is ne\"er Avrong. 
You may entirely dejiend upon him. But he is not a 
j)oet. He has no eyi; lor nature ; those subtle analogies, 
those half shades of a dimly-felt relation betAveen the 
outer and the inrujr Avorld, Avhich make uji half the soul 
of a poet, are undreamisd of by Boih'au. In his coun- 
try residence at Auteuil, Avhere La Eontaine Avould 
have chirruped like a grasshopper among the, blossoms, 
he sits gloomily thinking of diiys Avhen he Avas not so 
deaf, and mute, and miserable, Avhen dear Racine Avas 
living, when the weekly dinner in the Rue du Vifeux 
Colombier was a jirescnt and glorious reality, and Avhen 
he Avas able to flatter and please a king. For the best 
consolers of age bereaved and broken, are the spring 
and the sunshine, and the flowers; and Boileau felt 
them not. He has, besides, no sympathy Avith humanity ; 
men and women are as if they did not exist. Books 
are everything — ^books and the art of making them. 
Kind and consistent friend as he was, there is not a line 
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in all his writings to prove that his heart ever beat for 
another. He docs not praise the dnvjonnades^ it is 
true ; but he passes over without a tear the sufferings 
of the miserable people. He goes to the wars, and has 
no word for the wretchedness that • war brings with 
it. He goes up and down the streets of a mighty city, 
but its pulse does not beat for him; the tide of its 
passions, its sufferings, its inarticulate meanings after 
better things, affect him not. He is cold, he is un- 
moved, he is only a workman. Nothing moves him. 
In the loveliest of chapels, in that perfect dream of ar- 
chitecture, the Saiute-Chapelle, he sees only the fat 
and greedy canons fighting over their stujnd reading- 
desk. He is unafflicted by the pomp of war; ho is 
unmoved by music ; women’s eyes have no lustre for 
him ; there is no trace of any love for children ; there 
are no tears in the man ; he has no weaknesses, no 
foibles, no pet sins,^ hardly a single thing by wliich Ave 
can recognize him as one of ourselves. Now, most of 
us are happiest in the company of sinners. 

Hut he reaches his oavu ideal. He shows the French 
how to make ])erfect verse — of a kind. He ])rei)ared 
the country for the- reception of genius Avhen genius 
should come. In Lamq-rtine, in Alfred de Musset, we 
see the poet working with the tools of Boileau the 
versifier. . 

Even on his oavti narroAv ground he has no enthu- 
siasm; coldly, firmly, he; lays doAvn his r^es, and 
judges his contemporaries by them. He is without 
elevation because he is without enthusiasm; he is with- 

* He twice in his life got drunk ; is once said to have danced ; 
once showed considerable powers as a munic ; and once went, I am 
sorry to say, with Bacinc, to call on La Champmesle, But what is 
this, in a life of seventy years ? » 
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out enthusiasm because he is a slave to his rules. He 
is like a canal, of uniform width and regulated depth, 
and just as a canal might do, he is for ever heaping 
derision and contempt on those licentious and self- 
willed rivers which have no law but their own fancy, and 
run as deep as they please and as broad as they please. 

I have said above what was his mission in life. It 
remains to say that he did his work ■with a thorough- 
ness which left nothing to desire. The luxurious law- 
lessness Avhich allowed a Th4ophile to run riot, and 
made the pre-Boileau literature a wild field, grown 
over with weeds and encumbered with filth, was efi’ec- 
tually and comjdetely checked. That Avas alone a 
grand achievement. And for a hundred years the lite- 
rary influence of Boileau ke])t French j)oetry within his 
limits, narroAv but wholesome, of form, of thought, of 
expression. 

After all, to have done a great work in one’s genera- 
tion, sensibly to have improved manners, without con- 
tradiction to have' advanced the gniat cause of order, 
civilization, culture — is not this the very highest form 
of glory? Who, beside this great and s])lendid crown, 
which is undoubtedly due to our Nicolas, will com- 
pare the crown which he so ardently desired, of true 
and immortal poet? As for that, he actually had all 
the consolation which the latter croAvn cani give, be- 
cause he wore it in fancy on his brows. Men there are 
in every age who go about adorned with this imaginary 
coronet. It makes them hapi)y ; it adds to their real 
Avorth by magnifying their self-conceit ; it gives bright- 
ness to their days, dignity to their step, the carefulness 
of pride to the goings of their feet. The cause is but 
a copy of verses, perhaps, in a Poet’s Corner, but it is 
enough. Surely, of all blessed gifts the most blessed 
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is tlie gift of self-respect — conceit, assurance. Lord, 
make our boys conceited ! 

It is the quality Avhicli I most admire in Boileau. 
He steps to the front at once — aitat. tAventy-four — and 
stands tliere as if he A\rere in his right place, and kncAV it. 
From that position he issues decrees, judges his elders, 
including big brother Gilles, and condemns his contem- 
])oraries. Nobody tries to pull him doAvn, nobody dis- 
])utes his right to be there. So grand Avith it too. 
He concedes to the king his claim to be another Alex- 
ander of Macedon ; but in matters of verse the king 
must give Avay to him. Nothing more delightful to 
cont((m])late than the magnificent air oi‘ this perruked 
dictator of good taste ; nothing more comic, if it AV'ere 
not a little sad, than to see hoAV the poor crciatures Avhom 
he ridicules creep bactk to their ignoble cells and die of 
a broken heart. I.ike the pigs — I mean no disrespect, 
though the pig’s exterior has not rec{;ivcd the attention 
given to some animals — like the German sAvineherd’s 
pigs, they tremble if the Avhip is raised, they scream if it 
is in the air, they are crushed if it fall upon their back. 
The AAdiip I’alls but seldom, and only 'on the incorrigible, 
for Boileau is a good-natured dictator. Yes, next to 
his self-respect I admire his admirable good nature. 
Head the saA’^age lines of glorious John Avhen he hap- 
pens to have a difference of opinion Avith any one. 
Bead tht; spitel'ul lines oi' ill-natured I’opc Avhen he 
Avants to say a nasty thing, and then read Boileau and 
mark the difference. 

In most men’s hitters Avill be found some hint, if not 
a clear revelation, of the real man’s nature. Not so in 
those of Bgileau. The pedantry of style affects them 
all ; he writes as if he kneAv they were to be shown 
about; he writes, however, of the things, nearest his 
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heart. These are, first, the literary toj^ics of the day, 
the merits of an imitation, the turning of a phrase, 
the affairs of Versailles. Now and then, but to Racine 
only, he writes of himself, but not often enougli to give 
us the sympathy for him and his troubles which we can 
feel for those who tell their friends all their troubles. 
It is all because he was a solitary child and a solitary 
man. He Avas deficient in that great (juality, the capa- 
bility of love, Avliich mostly binds us all together, and 
makes us sensitive to the sufferings, the hopes, the dis- 
appointments and the joys of men and women, boys 
and girls. In spite of all he Avas an unselfish man, a 
generous man, charitalde, compassionate, good-natured, 
a master of language, of keem if narroAv intellect, and 
of perfect taste. But— tie avas not a 
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MOLlteRE. 

“ He the besi^ player ! ” cried Partridge. ‘‘ Why, I could aci as 
well as he myself. In that scene where you told me he acted so 
lin(*., why, Lord hel23 me, any man would have done exactly the 
same.” — Fielding. 

0,” said grandfather Cressii to little Jean- 
Baptiste Poquelin ; “ go to the H6tel de 
Bourgogne. There, at least, you will be 
out of mischief.” The boy went, and that 
was the beginning of all the mischief, for 
the dramatic faculty of Moli^re was first awakened by 
those boyish visits to the play. 

By this time, the French drama, of which I have as 
yet said nothing, having got well out of the “ Ferrex 
and Porrex ” school was going through those succes- 
sive steps of development which belong to tlj^ history 
of the modem s,tage in every country. The mysteries 
and moralities, the farces and sottises, which had de- 
lighted Villon and Marot were at last finished and put 
away, and the Confr^rie de la Passion, a brotherhood 
which had lasted for a hundred years and more, finally 
handed over their hCtel to the new comedians in 1588, 
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and after enjoying the rents in peace for forty years, at 
last had even these taken away from them and were 
finally abolished. 

To be sure they died hard, and made as good a fight 
as could be expected of people whose very bread de- 
pended on the maintenance of their popularity. The 
first blow at the old order of things was struck in 1 552, 
when Jodellc produced his famous classical tragedy of 
“ Cleopatra,” alter the model of Seneca’s plays. It 
was acted before Henry II. and all his court at Kheims, 
by the poet iiiihself and his friends the scholars and 
poets of the Pleiad. The king congratulated the author, 
and gave him 500 crowns, after which, lionsard, Baif, 
R4mi, Belleau, and La P4ruse went with Jodelle to 
Arceuil, where, after the manner of the ancients, and 
brimful of classical ardour, they offered the poet a hc- 
goat crowned with flowers. In the same year, Jodelle 
wrote his “ Dodo ” and his “ Eugene,” a tragedy and a 
comedy. The Confreres, seriously alarmed at the suc- 
cess of the new drama, made desperate efforts to regain 
their position. First and foremost, Jodelle must be 
accused of atheism. A man, indeed, who had con- 
sented to the sacrifice of a he-goat could be nothing 
but an atheist. Ronsard answered the charge, deny- 
ing the sacrifice, and Jodelle, who wrote no more 
plays, became, after he had spent the five hundred 
crowns with Lcsbia and Lalage, quite after the manner 
of the ancients, a drunken hanger-on at court, arrang- 
ing ballets and divertissements of all kinds for the king, 
dying in great misery, and poverty at the age of forty. 
The poverty of Jodelle did the Confreres no harm, but 
the growing taste for learning and their own dulness 
killed them. It was in vain that the morality became 
more moral, for the people would not return to their 
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old paths. Where one devil was formerly held up to 
ignominy on the stage, now two, four, even eight — 
just as we sometimes see two or even three clowns in a 
pantomime — capered, played their tricks — these all stale 
and threadbare — and were brought to confusion. But 
it was too late ; the more devils there were tht; more 
the peo])le yawned ; and the brotherhood, who knew 
very well that the I’arisian’s yawn is as fatal to a 
drama as the Roman’s thumb w'as to a gladiator, per- 
ceived with anguish that a snug and lucrative family 
business wiis gwe to })ieces, and that the medimval 
drama was really done and ended. 

Dui’ing Moliere’s boyliood there Avere three theatres 
in Paris, for the com])any at the Confreres’ old th(!atre, 
the Hotel do Bourgogne, grew so pojmlar that it Avas 
found necessary to divide it into two and establish a 
ncAv theati'c, that of the Marais ; both of these theatres 
acted under license and with privilege. In addition to 
them Avas the Italian company, which played at the 
Hotel de Petit Bourbon. And besides these, Richelieu, 
himsedf, as we knoAV, an aspirant for dramatic glory, 
caused tAVO theatres, one of Avhich held tAvo thoTisand 
s])ectators, to be built in his OAvn palace, to which the 
public Avere not admitted. 

At the Italian house the pieces Avere principally im- 
])romptu farces, in Avhich the plot of the piece, probably 
also some of the dialogue, Avas first carefully put 
together, and every incident assigned to ha proper act 
and scene, while the Avords were supplied by the actors 
themselves, who trusted to their mother-Avit to help them 
thi’ough. The best actor among them called himself 
Arlequin, a name assumed by him out of gratitude to 
his patron, the great and good Achille de Harlay — ^he 
is almost forgotten now, but was in his day a foremost 
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man in France* — a man so loyal that his heart was said 
to be sown with jieurH-de-lis. It seems a strange irony 
of fate, that the name of so eminent and good a man 
should now survive only in that of Arloquin’s lineal 
descendant, the pantomime man with the mask and lath. 
Of Arlequin’s ready wit many stories arc told. Being 
asked, for instance, of what disease his father had died, 
he said it Avas of grief, “at seeing himself hanged.” 
And one day in a very thin house, Columbine Avhisper- 
ing a secret to him : “ Speak up,” he said, “ nobody will 
hear you.” Of Arlequin, too, is tol4; that celebrated 
and well-worn story which belongs to the life of every 
comic actor. “ Go and see Arlequin,” the doctor told 
him, “ he will cure yoii.” “ Alas ! ” cried the unfor- 
tunate ‘buffoon, “ then I am a dead man, because I 
am myself Arlequin.” After him came Scaramouche, 
whose real name Avas Fiorelli. This extraordinary 
being possessed the admirable poAver of boxing his OAvn 
cars Avith his f(!Ct, and long after he Avas seventy years 
of age used to strike his audience Avith delight and aAvc 
by doing it. Moliere, Manage says, never missed an 
opportunity of going to see him. 

As for the pieces performed by the French companies 
— those on which the mind of the future dramatist and 
actor was nurtured — they were principally the earlier 
plays of Corneille, with those of Rotrou, Quinault and 
Racan. Real comedy, as yet, was not in existence. 
Pastoffels there were, and bergeries., grac'eful, pretty, and 
conventional, with broad and coarse farces, prodigal in 
situations if in nothing else, from which Moliere might 
have learned the power of dramatic reality. Such 

• Not that Harlay-Champvallon, Archbishop of Paris, of whom we 
shall hear something more farther on. 


X 
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cotncdies sis the boy Avould see at the Ilbtel de Bour- 
gogne were chiefly of the Spanish school, turning on 
intrigue and love (luarrels, of which his own “ Depit 
Aniour(!UX,” or the motif of Horace’s “ Donee gratus 
cram tibi ” is a favourable example. Corneille’s “M^lite ” 
was already on the stage, and Abixandre Hardy, who 
encumbered the literature of his age by some hundreds 
of comedies, of which not one survives, and who once 
com])osed, wrote, and ])ut on the stage a five-act play 
in thrtiCi days, was the stock author of comedy. And 
his ])hiys, neither satirical, nor real, nor moral, were 
dependent entirely on situations. 

Low comedy, or rather buffoonery, was represented 
1)}' an immortal trio of actors, rejoicing in the stage 
names of Cros Guillaume, Gaultier Garguillc, and Tur- 
lupin. Humour went that their greatness was achieved 
rather than born with them, and that in early life they 
had all three been adepts in the art and mystery of 
baking. In the intervals of kneading they developed, 
this wonderful triad of bakers, a talent for mimicry so 
])rodigions that it could not be lost to the world; and 
so, yielding to the irresistible call of destiny, they 
stuck up a stage on trestles, where, with the aid of 
sc(!nory rudely painted on old boat-sails, they began to 
make the Parisians laugh first at fair time, when all 
privileges and monopolies were .suspended, and after- 
Avards venturing to continue until they should be 
stopped by the laAv. They became so popular that the 
Hbtcl de Bourgogne found them formidabld' competi- 
tors, and brought a formal complaint against them for 
unlicensed acting. Cardinal Richelieu heard the case ; 
sent for them, made them act in his presence, and 
laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks ; and though 
he forbade them to go on breaking the layv he ordered 
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the H6tel de Bourgogne to receive them in their com- 
pany. “ Your theatre is excessively dull,” said the 
cardinal ; “ perhaps by the help of these men it will be 
a little more lively.” 

They composed their own pieces, would not allow 
any women to act with them, and, scorning the con- 
ventional dress of the stage, dressed exactly as seemed 
best to them. Gros Guillaume was an immensely fat 
man — so fat that he used two belts, which made him 
look like a walking cask. Hfs wore no mask, as was 
the custom in comic acting (hence Harlequin’s mask in 
our liantomime), but covered his face with flour. A 
melancholy solemnity accompanied and set oJf his 
acting, and a painful disorder to which he was subject 
sometimes seized him on the stage and caused tears of 
pain to rise into his eyes. The spectacle of real phy- 
sical suffering in the midst of a farce was quite a new 
feature of comedy, and proved immensely successful. 
Gaultier GarguiUe was as thin as his colleague was fat. 
Nature, mindful of his destiny, had been bountiful in- 
deed to him. An excessively long, lean body, sup- 
ported by straight legs of attenuated proportions, but 
as supple as those of Scaramouche, terminated in a 
round red face, while his voice had a rich nasal twang. 
He generally took the parts of schoolmasters and pe- 
dants, and sang his own songs. 

Turlupin — who, when he acted tragedy, took the 
name of Belleville — owed his celebrity, like Arlequin, 
to his powers of improvisation. The three acted to- 
gether in ah unbroken friendship for nearly fifty years 
then, venturing to imitate a trick of gesture of a well- 
known magistrate, they fell into trouble. The other . 
two escaped, but poor Gros Guillaume was too fat to 
run away and got caught. Put into prison, he was 
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seized with so terrible a fear that he incontinently ex- 
pired, and his two comrades, preserving to the last a 
friendship worthy of being placed side by side with 
that of Damon and Pythias, both died of grief in the 
same week. 

The costumes and scenery of the stage were effective 
enough, if simple. As the king’s servants, the actors 
were obliged to follow the court ; the scenery seems to 
have been painted on canvas, unrolled and hung up at 
the end of the hall. “ Flies,” or side-scenes, of course 
were imj)ossible, because the sides of the stage were 
crowded with benches, occupied by those who could 
afford to pay for the privilege of sitting there. A change 
of scene, when required, could be easily effected by 
dropping another painted roll. Moli^re’s plays, how- 
ever, are generally written for a single scene, an in- 
terior, furnished. It is probable that in the private 
performances before the court, there was no stage at 
all, and the actors waited at the side till it was their 
turn to go on, when they crossed an imaginary line and 
were immediately supposed to be visible. Thus the 
“ Bourgeois Gentilhomme ” was first performed at the 
Chateau de Chambord, and the room shown there as 
the scene of the performance is clearly too small to ad- 
mit of any but the simplest appliances. In front of the 
stage stretched the parterre, or pit, the admission to 
which was ten sous, till Moli^re raised it to fifteen. It 
had no seats or benches, everybody standing. Nor 
was it till 1782 that the Comedie Fran§aise,^^e mother 
of all stage improvements, introduced benches, and 
therefore quiet, into this noisy and turbulent area; 
while it was only in 1760 that they were enabled, at 
great pecuniary sacrifice, to get rid of the seats on the 
stage and have the boards entirely to themselves. 
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The dresses were, of course, quite conventional. An 
actor’s theatrical wardrobe consisted de r^ueur of an 
expensive suit in the richest fashion of the time, liiche- 
lieu, for instance, gave llellerose a new suit for his part 
in “ Le Menteur;” Moliere presented Mondori, when 
he was in distress, with an acting dress ; and actors are 
criticised for allowing care for their plumes to interfere 
■^ith the fire of their acting. Certain marks of distinc- 
tion Avere made. A hero or a king wore a laurel wreath 
in his wig; Moliere’s enemies declared that he carried 
a Avhole grove on his head. A warrior put on a cuirass ; 
swords, of course, Avere Avorn ; and it was not difiicult 
te assume the appearance, when required, of an exempt, 
a magistrate, or a physician. Actresses, for their part, 
appeared in the richest dresses they could command, 
regardless of the parts they Avore to sustain. Absur- 
dities and anachronisms of costume naturally occurred, 
but do not apjjcar to have struck the audiences of the 
time as ludicrous. While, for instance, great Hector 
trod the boards in a cuirass and classic buskin, with a 
gigantic Avig of the seventeenth century, it Avas fortu- 
nate if he did not think it due to his position to croAvn 
the perruque Avith a helmet, fondly supposed to repre- 
sent the casque which fell by the banks of the Simois. 
Moliere, ‘who took things as he found them and was no 
reformer of stage accessories, cared little, enough about 
such anachronisms.^ Probably he was as used to them 
as we are to the neat brodequins and bright dresses of 
those conventional village maidens, whom we gladly 
accept in place of the clodhopping wenches of our OAvn 
secluded hamlets, Moreover, though one wonders how 
Psyche and Amour were dressed, most of Molifere’s 
plays belong to his own time. Racine tried to eflfect a 
reform, but no one seconded him ; the great Baron him- 
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self played the part of Misael, in the “ Maccabees,’’ 
dressed as a Paris bourgeois; and when Hercules ap- 
j)eared on the stage it was in the coat and wig of the 
seventeenth century, while his strength was indicated 
by rolling back his cuffs, and a small log of wood on 
his left shoulder served to represent his club. Apollo, 
on the other hand, made his godhead apparent to all by 
wearing a yellow plate fixed conspicuously behind tlyp 
left ear. 

It was more than a hundred years later that a reform 
was really begun. In 1747 the Italian company acted 
a comedy, the scene of which was laid in Spain, in 
Spanish costume. In 1753 Madame Favart took the 
jjart of a village girl, dressed really e 7 i paysanne ; and 
then, the thin edge of the wedge being introduced, re- 
form went on merrily, till Talma put the coup de grdee 
to the old system at the end of the last century, and 
every actor began to study how best to dress his part. 

To Molitre’s time, if not to his company, belongs the 
first attempt to raise the social status of actors. The 
earliest comedians, those who succeeded the Confr4rie 
de la Passion, led lives of pure and unbridled licence. 
Thtiy enjoyed no social position, and obeyed no social 
law. Excommunicateef by the church, they considered 
themselves freed from all restraints save those only 
imposed by the magistrates. They got their money 
freely and spent it carelessly. Hear what Moliere says 
himself : — 

9 

Our profession is the last resource of those who can find nothing 
better to do, or of those who want to do no work. To go on the 
stBge 18 to plunge a dagger into your parents’ hearts. You think, 
^rhaps, that it has its advantages. You are mistaken. We are, 
if you please, the favourites of the great, but we are also the 'slaves 
of their whims and caprices. . . . Whether we like it or not, we 
must march at the first order, and give pleasure to o^ers, while we 
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are ourselves suffering from all kinds oF vexation ; we must endure 
the rudeness of those with whom wo have to live, and compete for 
the good graces of a public which has the Hght of grumbling at us 
in return for the money which they give us. 

Considering who and what the actors of the time 
were, it is not surprising that M. rocjuelin pere^ most 
respectable of upholsterers, should object to his son’s 
going u]>on the stage. It was not for this that he had 
sent him to the College de Clermont, to the lectures of 
Gassendi, and that he had regretfully consented to his 
giving up tradt! and going to the bar. Fate was too 
strong, and the only concession the old man could gain 
was that his son should change his name — a practice 
common enough among the actors then as now. But 
in becoming an actor, Moliere did much to raise the 
character of the profession. In the first jdace, he had 
belongings. His father had not been hanged, as had 
happened to some actors. Next, he was a scholar and 
a lawyer. He had not been, as some comedians, a 
baker or a lackey or a prison-bird. No one could 
bring up disagreeable antecedents against him. He 
was also a servant of the crown, being one of the king’s 
valets de chamhre. Again, he ^as a special favourite 
and protege of the king, who took delight in showing 
him favour, and protected the profession by declaring 
it in no way derogatory to a gentleman to become an 
actor. And his writings helped. An actor who was 
also a scholar; a comedian who was an author and the 
friend of Boileau and La Fontaine; a player who held 
his own among courtiers and was a favourite with'tho 
king ; a man who could make a house hold their sides 
with laughing, who yet was not a drunken profligate, 
but lived reputably ; the leader of a theatrical company 
who yet set himself up as a satirist and a censor nioruni : 
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tKis was a new thing in the land, and was accepted first 
with astonishment and secondly with respect. For the 
rest, an actor’s life then was much the same as it is now. 
Favourites were recognized; debutants were received 
with hesitation ; it took time to make a mark, and suc- 
cess was often a lottery. There was a spice of danger, 
belonging naturally to a time when the pit was filled 
with armed men always ready for a row. Once, for 
instance, Avhen the king took away from his musketeers 
and gentlemen of the guard the privilege of free admis- 
sion, there was a kind of 0. P. riot. The excluded 
soldiers, by way of asserting their rights, came in a 
body to the theatre, and after murdering the porter, 
rushed into the house with the intention of sacrificing 
all the comedians. Actors and actresses scuttled off’ in 
wild terror. Bdjart, the younger, who haj^pened to be 
dressed as an old man, appeased the tumult by hobbling 
on the stage and imploring the mob at least to spare 
the life of an old man who had but a few days left. 
Then Moleire, the.persuasive, addressed them in honeyed 
words, and convinced them of their unreason. Nothing 
seems to have been said about the unfortunate j^orter. 
One of the actors in his terror endeavoured to escape 
through a window too small for him. He got his’head 
and shoulders through, but the rest of him refused to 
follow, and he stuck there, screaming in an agony of 
terror lest some unfair advantage should be taken of 
his position, till his friends released him by ^king out 
a bar. 

But let us leave the theatre, and turn to our author. 
He wai.s born at Paris on the fifteenth day of January, 
1622, the eldest of ten children ; his father and relations 
being respectable hour^is^ connected with upholstery, 
tapestry, and so fortn ; liis father being .also valet de 



EDUCATION. 


313 


chambrehx the royal household. Young Jean^Baptiste re- 
ceived the best jeducation possible at the College de Cler- 
mont, and afterwards followed the courses of the illus- 
trious Gassendi, with whom he had for fellow-students 
Chapelle, Bernier, Ilesnault, and Cyrano de Bergerac, 
among others. He here imbibed a profound respect for 
Lucretius, whom he tried to tran8late,when he began to 
study law as a profession. But all his earlier projects 
were thrown to the winds when he took to acting. For 
while frequenting the courts he frequented the theatre 
as well, and at length joined a band of young men, 
students chiefly, like himself, with whom he acted for 
pleasure at first, at fair time, the company being known 
by the name of “ I’lllustre TheS,tre.” They held to- 
gether for a year or two, when the troop was broken 
up, and ]\foliere, with the B^jarts and a few more, set 
off on a journey, which was destined to last for twelve 
years, through the provinces as professional actors. 
And before taking the decisive step of adopting the 
stage as a profession, the young man changed his name, 
and was henceforth known as Moliere. Why he took 
that name, or where he found it, I do not knowC but 
from the age of twenty-two the name of Poquelin be- 
longed to him no more. Arouet and Poquelin, — they 
are bourgeois names which convey no meaning to most 
people; and very likely the stocks still exist in France, 
producing .respectable and godly people.. By what 
freak of nature does a family, otherwise commonplace 
and level, suddenly push forth one shoot which is to be 
a glory to the whole world, and then never distinguish' 
itself again ? 

> There was a French poet of that name who died about the year 
of Moliore’s birth. Perhaps he was known to some of the Poquelin 
family. 
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The change of name is significant. It marks, first, 
obedience to a custom which has more or less prevailed 
to the present day — a custom which ought to be dis- 
continued, if only because it springs originally from 
contempt of an actor’s calling. But it shows also how, 
in taking a step which seemed then to condemn him, in 
tlie eyes of respectability, to social infamy, young 
Poquelin broke voluntarily with the whole of his 
family. Henceforth we never hear of them in connec- 
tion with him at all. They were strangers to him. 
They have another name. No doubt it was shame and 
grief to them to sec the vagabond actor come back to 
J’aris, after his Odyssean wanderings, and become at 
once the favourite of the court. We can imagine his 
brothers and cousins agretdng never to mention his 
name. In the family rcufiions his jdace is filled up by 
another. There is, of course, no idea that he has 
achieved a greatness which upholstery could never 
convey. Even if this were so, we may fancy them so- 
lemnly shaking thtsir heads, and agreeing that solidity 
of purse, after all, forms the best basis for reputation. 
Perhaps they were right. It is better to be comfort- 
able, to work little, to live well, to have your neigh- 
bour’s esteem, than to fight like a gladiator for the 
world’s applause. It is better, in the autumn of your 
days, to retire to a suburban villa, and bask in the sun, 
at jxiace with all mankind. We have but one life in 
this world, and there is plenty to be said in j^vour of 
making it comfortable. 

So Moliere set forth on his appointed tour with his 
friends the Bt^arts, of whom more presently. This 
part of his life, the most obscure because only a few 
traces of himi can be discovered here and there, was 
perhaps the happiest. He was young, successful so far, 
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ambitious ; and, going about with his comedians from 
place to place, noted silently, in his undemonstrative 
way, the manners and talk of the people. A silent 
man, one who would sit at a window and listen, and 
Avatch the Avays of the folk. At P4z;6nas they used to 
shoAv the chair, in a barber’s shop, Avhere he Avould sit 
for hours, saying nothing, so that liis taciturnity was 
proverbial. Boileau aftcrAvards called him “ le contem- 
})lateur,” Avhilc Molierc; himself alludes to this habit of his 
Avith a certain grim humour in the “ Critique de I’Ecole 
des F emmes : ” — 

Yon know tlie man and his indolence as regards conversation. 
She invited hii# simply on a visit, and he never appeared so stupid 
as among half-a-dozen people whom she liad asked, as a great 
favour, to meet him. They stared at him as if he was unlike any 
other man. They thought lie was there to amuse the company 
with hons^mots : that every word from his lips would be soraothing 
strange : that ho would make impromptus on all that was said, and 
would call for wine with an epigram. He deceived their expecta- 
tions by his silence, and the lady was ill- satisfied with lier experi- 
ment. 

The Avay of travelling of a strolling company is de- 
scribed by Scarron in the opening chapter of the 
“ Roman Comique : ” — 

It was towards the evening when a cart, drawn by four lean 
oxen, led by a brood mare whoso colt was capering round and round 
the cart, like a little fool that it was, slowly entered the town. The 
cart was full of coffers, trunks, and great packets of painted canvas, 
on the top of which sat a lady dressed in a costume partly of the 
country, partly of the town. Beside the cart walked a young man 
who had on breeches like those worn by comedians when they re- 
present a hero of antiquity, and, in place of shoes, antique buskins 
mudded up to the ankles. 

A third player folloAvs, bearing a violoncello, and the 
rest of the troupe join them aftcrAvards. In the even- 
ing, regrets are expressed that the actors' are too few to 
perform a piece ; and the young man tells them that 
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their paucity of numbers is no obstacle, because he can 
easily take three parts himself. Clothes are borrowed, 
and they begin to perform, when they are interrupted 
in the Scarronesque fasluon, that is to say, by a quarrel 
and a free fight. Then that garrulous vagabond, d’ A s- 
soucy, tells how he met Moliere, and went on with the 
com])any as tar as Lyons. 

It is said that the best man in the world gets tired of giving 
his brothers dinners after a month : but the players were more 
generous tlian any brothers, for they kept me at their table a whole 
winter. . . I never saw so much goodness, so much h^rtiness, so 
much honesty, as among these people, well worthy to represent in 
the world those princes and kings whom they personate every day 
on the stage. ^ 

In 1654 the Prince de Cond4 offered to make him his 
secretary, vice Sarasin, deceased. Moliere had the 
good sense and the extraordinary good luck to refuse 
the post, although he was already j)ast the period of 
early manhood, and as yet had made no mark. It was 
in 1658 that he returned to Paris, and then, through the 
good offices of the same prince, performed before the 
king in the “ Nicomede ” of Corneille, and received the 
royal license to establish his company in the theatre of 
the Hotel de Petit Bourbon, Tinder the title of the 
Troupe de Monsieur, every actor being entitled to a 
pension of 300 livres. It was here that for twelve 
years Moliere’s company played the pieces which their 
manager wrote for them, until his death put an end to 
their ])Ower of cohesion. Two or three years after that 
event they were amalgamated with the HOtefde Bour- 
gogne, which swallowed up, shortly afterwards, the 
Theatre of the Marais, and the Com^die Fran9aise 
grew Tip out of the three. 

Moliere was the stage-manager, principal partner, 
orator, author, and chief actor. As a 'manager, he 
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seems to have been despotic, arbitrary, and irritable. 
Off the stage the most gentle, tractable, and amiable of 
men : on it the most rigid and inflexible tyrant. The 
consequence was that his pieces were j^layed with an 
attention and precision to which the Parisian stage had 
been previously a stranger. As an actor, he was the 
greatest artist of his time. “Moliere was comedian 
from head to foot ; it seemed that he had several differ- 
ent voices. Everything in him spoke ; and with a step, 
a smile, a movement of the hand, a dropping of Ihc eye- 
lash, ho %tiparted more -ideas than the greatest talker 
would have managed to convey in an hour.” He did 
not, however, always undertake the principal parts in 
his own plays ; and while he was Alceste in the “ Mis- 
anthrope,” Jourdain in the “ Bourgeois Gentilhomme,” 
he was only Orgoii in “ Tartuffe.” 

The success of his company, Avhich speedily eclipsed 
the other two, was due not only to the pieces they per- 
formed, blit in a measure to the continued flivour and 
protection of the king. I think indeed that, Avhilc it is 
the fashion to harp upon the unbounded egotism and 
selfishness of the grand monarque., too little justice is 
done him for the patronage he extended to men of 
letters and learning, and the freedom he allowed to 
them. We ought to remember the long list of poets 
and writers who shared the king’s bounty and were 
put on his pension list. It was no slight stimulus to an 
author to feel that the king was taking an interest in his 
work, and that, though not without claims to critical 
ability, he was willing to defer his own judgment to the 
opinion of better critics. “ Who,” asked Louis once of 
Boileau, “ is the greatest writer of the day ? ” “ Sire, 
Moliere.” “I had not thought so,” replied the king; 
“ but you know more about those subjects than I do.” 
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Enemies, cnvioixs of his fame, swarmed about the dra- 
matist. Their accusations and scandals have nothing to 
do with us here. One charge, however, he admitted, 
lie borroAved right and left — a '‘'•grand et habile picoreur" 
as Manage calls him. The idea of “ Lcs Pr^cicuses Ridi- 
cules ” is borroAved ; Ninon de I’Enclos suggested that of 
the “ Tartuffe a story of the Count de Grammont, 
that of the “ Mariagc F orc6 and the plot of the “ Ma- 
lade Imaginaire ” is taken from a mediaeval Latin book 
called M(msa Rhilosophica.” Boileau, La Fontaine, 
Madame do la Sabli6re, even the; king, sugge^ed situa- 
tions. Thus the famous phrase, “ Le paiivre homme /” 
Avas used by the king. He once in Anted a certain 
ecclesiastic to sujiper. The reverend gentleman de- 
clined on the ground of religion, affirming that on last 
days a single collation was all he allowed himself. One 
of the bystanders laughed ; and, on the king asking the 
reason, he enumerated a long list of dishes by which 
the good man had mortified the flesh that day. At the 
mention of each plat the king exclaimed, “ Le pauvre 
homme I" 

Moli^re’s own rivals AA'cre of course the bitterest 
against him. lie replied to them much in their own 
coin, sparing none of the actors of the Il&tcl de Bour- 
gogne, except Floridor, the tragedian. The exception 
Avas, perhaps, politic, Floridor being a great favourite 
of the king’s, and of a jAopularity too great for the 
public to allow any attack upon him. Perl^ps, how- 
ever, it was due to personal friendship. Floridor was 
worthy of the exception. Alone among actors, no 
scandal eyer attached to his name. His morals were 
blameless; his acting was perfect; his life free from 
en-vy and malice, and his conversation from detraction 
and slander. ' 
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Foremost among the little troupe of which Moliorc 
was king is the name of B^jart. The family of Bdjart 
consisted of two brothers, both conscientious, praise- 
worthy actors, and three sisters. The eldest was Ma- 
deleine, Moliere’s first flame (she was said to be secretly 
married to a gentleman of Avignon), the Dorine of his 
“ Tartufie,” and, after the death of her brothers, the 
princijial partner with Moliere in the ja’ofits of the 
company. She Avas already past the bloom of her 
beauty Avhen the troupe established themselves in Paris, 
and resigned the principal jiarts — certainly Avith regret, 
and probably with temper — to the younger members. 
Genevieve, the second, had no genius, and it is not clear 
that she kept the stage long. The youngest sister, 
Armande Elisabeth Gresinde, became Moliere’s wife. 

With regard to the actors of the company, there was, 
first, Br^court, Avho deserted them, and went to the 
Hotel de Bourgogne. Here, performing the part of 
Timon in his oAvn play Avith too great vehemence, he 
broke a blood-vessel and died in consequence. Appar- 
ently there Avas a good deal of baAvling on the stage at 
the period, for Br^court’s manner of death was not sin- 
gular. Montfleury, Avho was too fat for the part, killed 
liimself by over-exertion in the part of Orestes; and 
Mondori, as we have seen above, got an apojdectic fit as 
Herod, and could act no more: “iZomo non periit, sed 
periit artifex” was said of him. Br4court created the 
part of Alain in the “ Ecole des Femmes.” “ This man,” 
said the king, “would make the very stones laugh.”. 

Be^val, who was born by nature and specially de- 
signed to act the part of Thomas Diafoirup in the 
“ Malade Imaginaire,” and nothing else ; De Brie, whom 
Moliere only tol^ated for the sake, of his Avife; De‘ 
Croisy, a gentleman by birth, and the original actor of 
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Tartuffc ; L’Espy, the successor of Moli^ire as the orator ; 
Du Parc, called “ Gros Rend ; ” and Le Noir de la 
Thouillidre, who would have been a glorious actor of 
tragedy but for an unfortunate face, which s 2 )oiled all 
tragic effect by its irrepressible jollity, nearly make up 
the list of his actors. Only one more must be men- 
tioned — ^the great, the illustripus Baron, Moliere’s pupil, 
the darling of the stage, and of half the fine ladies in 
Paris ; the finest, the handsomest, and the vainest actor 
that Paris had ever seen. “ A comedian,” said Baron, 
“ is brought uj) in the lap of kings. I hav? read all 
histories, ancient mid modern. I find that nature has 
produced in every age a crowd of heroes and great 
men. Prodigal in every other respect, she has been 
niggardly in this alone, for I find only two great come- 
dians, Roscius and myself ! ” 

He acted M41icerte when he was only thirteen years 
old, but when Molierc’s wife boxed his ears he gave up 
the part and left the company in dudgeon. He came back 
at the age of cighteeti, as handsome as an angel, and 
jdayed Amour to Mile. Moli^re’s Pysche. There was 
no more boxing of cars between them, but, unfortu- 
nately, quite the contrary. Baron left the stage at the 
age of thirty, and returned to it again after thirty 
years’ absence. His reputation had actually survived 
through a whole generation. He left it no more, play- 
ing better than ever until he died. 

The actresses all bore the title of “ Mademoiselle 
not that they were unmarried, but because in those 
days no bourgeoise was privileged to bear the title of 
“ Madame.” The most popular among the company 
of the il^alais Royal was Mile. De If Madeleine 

B4iart wi^- Ids first love, the Depple was certainly 
Aioli^re’a isecond. She was also the fourth, because 
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after the first rupture with his wife he returned to her 
to find in her society some alleviation froin his domestic 
miseries. She first played the part of Agnes in the 
“Ecole des Femmes,” and was so popular in it that 
the public would have no one else so long as she lived ; 
and she played it till the age of sixty-four. Like many 
actresses, she had the art. of preserving her beauty, as 
an epigram written upon her testifies : — . ' 

If lier beauty, tbongli fading, outrivals 
Our youngest and loveliest queen, 

Say, since she ’s so charming at sixty, 

What must sho have been at sixteen ? 

Molik'e’s troubles in his efforts to keep the peace 
between Madeleine B^jart, Mile. De Brie, and his 
wife were sometimes too much for his philosophy. 
Chapelle brought him comfort by comparing Ifina to 
Jupiter, trying to keep his three goddesses in good 
temper, and referred him to Homer : — 

Your trouble is vain. Read the tale and reflect : 

The moral you cannot but see ; 

It teaches the folly of men who expect 
That three women will ever agree. 

Take comfort by Homer’s experience there, 

And own ho is sanguine indeed, 

Who ventures in credulous confidence where 
Great Jupiter ne’er could succeed. 

Mile, du Parc, in her youth more beautiful than 
De Brie, excelled in dancing. She was the inventor 
of an attraction to the stage which we are too apt to 
think belongs to the moderns: “File faisait certaines- 
cabrioles remarquables, et on voyoit ses* jambes, au 
moyen d’une jupe qui 4toit ouverte des deux ‘c6t48, 
avec des bas diSSphye.” Mile. Beauval, the first Nicole 
of the “ Bourgeois GentUhomme,” was popular^ and'' 

Y 
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pretty, though the king disliked her voice. She en- 
riched the state, if not her husband, by the production 
of four-and-tAventy children. Mile. De Grange was 
ugly and bad; Mile, lleauprd was pretty and good; 
and Dc Croisy’s Avife and daughter, of Avhom there is 
nothing to say, make uj) the list. 

itemains only Moliere’s Avife. 

'Phis is her ])ortrait, draAvn by her husband : — 

“ Her eyes are small.*’ 

“ True, they ai*e small ; but they arc full of liglit, the brightest 
and most winning possible.” 

“ Her mouth is large.” 

“ Yes ; but it has graces that you never see in any other mouth. 
The very sight of it inspires desire — ^it is the most attractive, the 
most lovable mouth in the world.” 

“ Sjie is not tall enough.” 

“ No ; but her carriage is easy and graceful.” 

“ As for her wit. — ” ^ 

“ She has plenty — the finest and most delicate.” 

“ Her conversation — ” 

“ Her conversation is charming.” 

“ She is as capricious as possible.” 

Well,^I like a beautiful woman to be capricious. Her caprices 
become her.” 

Because little Armandc had grown up under his 
OAvn eyes, had been pleased by his kindness, had 
learned to look upon him as her best friend, and had 
run to him for help in all her childish troubles, he 
imagined that she would find it easy to love him. So 
practised an observer should have knoAvn that famili- 
arity is the greatest enemy to love ; that where t^re is no 
mystery, nothing unknown, there can be no room for 
the imagination; that gratitude makes a bad soil for 
the groAvth of love, lie met Avith neither love nor 
gratitude, for the woman Avas worthless. She rfsed 
her sweet voice and her Avinning ways to cajole her 
husband, and gave her affections to other nlen. 
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It is Chapclle who tells iis Moliere’s own sufferings 
Avith his wife : — 

“Have you ever loved any woman at all ? Moliere asked me. 
“ T have certainly been in love/’ said Chapclle, “ but only as a man 
of sense ought to be.’’ “ Then,” replied Moliere, “ you have never 

loved any one : you ha ve mistaken the shadow of love for love itself. 
... 1 was naturally endowed with the greatest inclination to ten- 
derness, and as I tJiought that my efforts might inspire in my wife 
those sentiments which time could not destroy, I spared no effort 
to succeed. As she av^is very young wJicri I married her, I knew 
nothing of her vicious inclinations, and thought myself a little less 
unha]>py than most of* those who enter upon similar engagements. 
Therefore marriage did not cause me to relax in my attentions : but 
I found so much indifference in her that I begun to think all my 
care useless, and to perceive that what she felt for me was very far 
from what I had hoped. ... I spared nothing at the first know- 
ledge I had of her guilty passion for the count de Guichy to conquer 
my own feelings, seeing the impossibility of changing hers. I called 
to my assistance all that might help to console me. I considered 
her as a person whose one merit was her innocence : this gone, she 
had no other. I formed the resolution of living witli her as an 
honest man may with a light-minded wife, one, that is, who is suffi- 
ciently persuaded that his reputation does not depend on her bad 
conduct. . . . But/ I found that a woman without much beauty, re- 
lying only on tiie intellect that I had trained in her, was able in an 
instant to destroy all my philosophy. Her presence caused me to 
forget all my resolutions, and the very first words she uttered in 
her own defence left me so convinced that my suspicions were ill 
founded that 1 asked her pardon for my credulity. . . . Everything 
in the world connects itself in my heart with her ; the idea of her 
has so seized me that I can think of nothing in her absence which 
gives me the least pleasure.” 

Moliere ventured to put his personal feelings even 
more plainly upon the stage. In the “ Misanthrope ” 
he gives to C^limfene, a part taken by his wife, all her 
coquetry; and to Alceste, his own part, he assigns all 
the weakness of a man who endeavours in vain to com- 
bat a passion for an unworthy object. Did Mile. 
Moliere herself perceive what the story of their life 
makes so plain to us ? 
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UTon, Tamour que je sens pour cette jeune veuve 
Ne ferme point mes yeux aux d^fauts qu’on lui treuve : 

Et jo suis, quelque ardeur qu’elle m^ait pu donncr, 

Le premier a les voir comme a les condamiier, 

Mais, avec tout cola, quoi que je puisse faire, 

Je confesse mon faible ; elle a I’art de me plaire ; 

J’ai beau voir ses defauts et j’ai beau Ten blamer, 

Bn depit qu’on en ait elle se fait aimer, 

Sa grace est la plus forte ; et, sans doute, ma flamme 
De ces vices du temps pourra purger son ame. 

But Moliiirc, as his friend Chapelle, not like St. Peter, 
“ himself a married man,” told him, was not the only 
great man unhappy in his wife. 

It was true, but it brought no consolation. It 
soothes no unhappy man to reflect that others are 
more unhappy still. Other great men have been mated 
with worthless wives ; none with a wife so worthless as 
Armande B4jart. Again and again Moli^re forgave her ; 
but things could not always go on so, and they agreed 
at last to separate, living, however, under one roof. A 
year before Moliere’s death they were re-united, and 
a month before he died his wife gave him a child, 
which died in infancy. Perhaps had her husband lived 
longer, even this hard-hearted woman might have been 
touched by such continual kindness, such unmerited 
love. • 

His first great triumph was in 1659, when he put on 
the stage his “ Pr4cieuses Ridicules.” The success of 
the play was undoubted from the first. “ Courage, 
Molike,” cried an old man from the pit^“thi8 is 
real comedy.” And Manage, who was then with Cha- 
pelain, remarked, as they went out, “ Monsieur, we have 
approved of all these absurdities which have just been 
criticised so finely and with such good sense. After 
this, as Saint~R4mi said to Clovis, we must burn what 
we have adored, and adore what we have burned.” 
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Manage relates the story himself, but as it was told 
some years after the event, very likely it never hap- 
pened at all. Many prophetic reputations have been 
based upon a fortunate memory. 

But after this his success is assured; his career as 
the greatest dramatist of France is one continued tri- 
umphal march. He is loaded with favours by the 
king ; he can hold his own against the insolent nobles 
who are jealous of his favour; he has a large income; 
he has a country-house at Auteuil : and, as we have seen, 
against all this, he has a wife who deceives him. And 
then, too, he has delicate health and is in constant 
anxiety about the future. Only he is happy in his friend- 
ships, for to Auteuil come Boileau, Racine, Chapelle, 
Bachaumont, and all the crowd of scholars and free- 
thinkers — for Moliere was not a religious man. Grave, 
sober, contemplative, no cai’cless scoffer, he yet evi- 
dently considered religion as something which had no 
concern with him. .Perhaps it was the consciousness 
of being excommunicated, for if you are sentenced 
beforehand it hardly matters what you say or do. 
Perhaps it was the absorption of his whole mind into 
his art. Great masters are impatient sometimes of 
things like disease, religion, poverty, other people’s 
troubles, which disturb the quiet in which an artist 
loves to sit, and obtrude a troublesome personality. 
Moliere shows no religion either in his life or in his 
writings, and he found the comfort and pleasure of his 
life in the society of those friends I have named, and 
such ladies, as Ninon ■ de I’Enclos and Madame de* la ' 
Sabli^re (before her conversion), as would receive a 
player into their society. 

But he had what we may call the common sense of 
religion. He was not, for instance, like Baiitru, who 
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Avould take off his hat to a crucifix, remarking, “ Nous 
nous saluons, mais nous ne nous parlons pas.” Nor 
was he like Bachauraont, who, after a long life of pro- 
fligacy, reformed at the last, and used to say that “ un 
honnete homme doit vivre a la porte de regiise et 
mourir dans la sacristie.” But he was a man gene- 
rally careless of I'eligion, and sometimes more than 
careless ; as when, in the “ Festin de Pierre,” he makes 
Don Juan utter his terrific sneer to the beggar, “ You 
j)as8 your life in prayer, and you die of hunger ; take 
this : I give it you for the love ol’ humanity.” The 
heavtiiis are deaf and })itil(!ss : at the callous hand of 
the profligate alone the beggar finds mercy. 

His friends were ccrtaiidy men of “advanced thought.” 
'Take Chapelle, for instance, the drunken poet, who wrote 
with Bachauinont the delightful “Voyage,” half in prose, 
half in vesrse. lie was the illegitimate son of a mattre 
des requetes^ and being legitimized found himself, on the 
death of his father, the owner of a considerable fortune, 
with which he devoted himself to a life of pleasure. 
Jlie Duke de Brissac once invited him to be his com- 
panion. Chapelle complied, and started to join his 
patron. On the way he read a line in Plutarch, “ lie 
who follows the great becomes a slave.” Struck with 
the sentiment, he turned back, and spent the rest of 
his life in great independence and liberty. He gave 
Moliexe several valuable hints, and tried to persuade 
himself and the world that he wrote part of his plays. 
Moliere watched his op}X)rtunity ; invited hidPto write a 
scene of “ Les Facheux,” and when he received the 
manuscript said good-naturedly, “ Chapelle, if you let 
any one in future believe that you write for me, I shall 
show them this.” It is not on record that Chapelle 
ever reconciled himself with the church. 
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It is noteworthy, ipo, that all that little set which at- 
tended Gassendi’s lectures together, were suspected of 
free- thinking. There was the great traveller Bernier, 
physician to Aurungzobe for eight years; Ilcsnault, the 
translator of Lucretius, who repented and died with a 
rope round his neck in token of contrition, and Cyrano 
de Bergerac, who killed ten men in duels, all to main- 
tain the honour of his oAvn enormous nose. Gassendi 
himself, in spite of his refutation of those doctrines of 
Epicurus, antagonistic to Christianity, was more than 
suspected of free-thinking. 

The personal appearance of Moliere is drawn by 
Mademoiselle Poisson, wife of the comedian : — 

Moliere was neitlier too thin nor too stout : ho was inclined to 
bo tall, had a noble camiige and a firm log : walked gravely, with 
a serious air: had a large nose, a full month, with thick lips, black 
and strongly-marked eyebrows. To these last ho used to give 
movements on the stage which heightened the comedy of his per- 
formance. As for his character, ho was gentle, generous, and 
complaisant. He loved to make speeches, and when he road his 
comedies, liked to have the players’ children to listen, in order to 
judge of tho merits of the jjiece by their natural movements. 

We have other details about him ; as that tho eye- 
brows are not only strongly marked, but thick and 
shaggy : he stoops ; he has a short cough ; his face is 
set with melancholy save when he is acting ; and he acts 
all over. 

Above all, an artist. He held views on the dignity 
of his profession, which were not understood, even by 
Boileau himself, the man who most admired and loved 
him. Two months before his death Boileau exj)Ostu- 
lated with him on the exertions of his life and the 
risks he ran. “ The continual agitation of your lungs 
in the theatre,” he said, “ the excitement of your mind, 
must sooner or later make you give up acting. Is 
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there no one in the company but jipuraelf who can take 
the first parts? Content yourself with composing, and 
leave theatrical representation to some one else; it 
will bring you more honour with the public, who wUl 
see in the actors mere paid servants of your own ; and, 
for the actors themselves, who are not always so easy 
to manage, they will the better feel your own su- 
periority.” Replied Moliere, “ There is my honour en- 
gaged. I cannot give it up.” “Very fine honour,” re- 
joined Boileau, “ an honour which co^^sists in blacking 
your face to make a moustache for Sganarelle, and in 
handing over your back for the comedian’s stick. What ? 
This man, the very first in our age for esprit and true 
philosophy, this ingenious censor of all human folly, 
has one more extraordinary still than any of those he 
ridicules every day.” Boileau could not understand 
him,: I think we can. 

Moliere died in 1673, after fifteefi years of success, 
and in the fulness of his powers. The history of his 
last moments was written by the actor Baron : — 

That day, feeling his chest worse than usual, Moliere called his 
wife, and sajd to her in the presence of Baron, “ As long as my 
life was made np of equal portions of pleasure and pain, I supposed 
myself happy : but now that T am overwhelmed with pains without 
being able to coui^t on any moments of satisfaction and pleasure, I 
see clearly that I must give it up. I can no longer hold out against 
the mental and bodily sufferings which never give me a moment’s 
repose. How much a man suffers before he dies ! nevertheless, I feel 
that it is all over with me.” His wife and Baron were deeply touched 
by this speech, which they little looked for, although ^hey knew 
that he was suffering. They prayed him, with tears in their eyes, 
not to play on that day and to take repose. “ W^hat would, you 
have me do ? ” he cried. “ There are fifty workmen who depend 
upon their day’s pay. What will they do if I do not play ? ” But 
he sent word to his company that feeling himself more indisposed 
than usual, he would not play at all that day, unless they were 
ready at four o’clock precisely. “ If not,” he said, “ I shall not be 
there, and you may return the money.” The company had the 



El 8 BE ATE. 


a29 


lights lit and the curtains up at four, Moliere went through his 
part with the greatest difficultj, and half the audience percoiv^ 
that in pronouncing the word Juro he had a sort of convulsion. 
But ho passed it off with a forced laugh. 

When the piece was finished, he put on his dressing gown and 

went to Baron’s box, to ask what was said of it Baron 

remarked that his hands appeared frozen, and put them in a muff to 
warm them : he sent for his chairmen to take him home at once, 
and never left the chair from the Palais Royal to the Rue Riche- 
lieu for fear of some accident. When he was in his chamber, he 
wanted him to take some bouillon which Mile. Moliere had always 
in readiiiess for him. But he refused, and after eating a little Par- 
mesan cheese with bread, lay down in bed. A moment after he 
sent to his wife for Sk pillow filled with some drug which she had 
promised him. . . . Then he had a violent fit of coughing, bringing 
up blood. “ There,” he said, “is the change.” Baron cried out in 
terror. “ Do not be alarmed,” said Moliere, “ you have seen mo 
bring up a good deal more blood than that. Go and tell my wife 
to come upstairs.” He remained, assisted by two sisters of those 
who come to Paris begging for the poor during Lent, to whom he 
had given hospitality. At this last moment of his life they gave 
him all the succour that they could, and ho manifested the sentiments 
of a Christian and the resignation due to the will of the Lord, And 
then he died in their arms, suffocated by the blood which poured 
from his mouth. So that, when kis wife and Baron came upstairs, 
they found him dead. 

The cur(5 of St. Eustache, the parish in which he 
(lied, refused him (Christian burial, as having died 
without being .reconciled to the church. Aceompanied 
by the cur4 of Auteuil, the widow made her way 
to Versailles, and tlu^ew herself at tlie feet of the 
king. Here, unfortunately, ' the curi, who was sus; 
pected of Jansenism, put in two words for himself to 
every one for Moliere. The king grew impatient and 
sent them both away. At the same time he wrote to 
the archbishop to find some middle way. The arch- 
bishop gave permission that the body should be buried 
in the cemetery of St. .Joseph, R«e Montmartre, but on 
the condition that it shoi^ ; not be taken into the 
church. Accordingly the body'^‘\?:as taken to the 
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burial-place direct. It was in the evening. Outside 
^he house were gathered a great crowd of people whose 
threatening gestures seemed to denote some fanatical 
demonstration. Th(iy dispersed after the widow had 
sent out a thousand francs, and the coi*tege, consisting 
of two hundred mourners carrying torches, was suffered 
to proceed unmolested. With it walked two priests, 
so that Afoliere w'as not altogether abandoned by the 
church. 1 l)elieve that most biogra[)hers have thought 
it right to discharge a solemn volhsy of indignation 
against the archbishoj) .and tlui church. Ilarlay, we 
are told, was a man of immoral habits : what has that 
to do with it ? You might as well find fault with an 
English judge’s decision on the same ground. The 
church has a rule. Persons who die excommunicate 
shall not receive the ordinary p.arting benediction. 
Moliere died as he had lived, out of communion. 
Those who think that the prayers of the church are 
likely to be of any use hereafter, ought to get recon- 
ciled, or (ilse to agitato for a change of the rule. 1 am 
cjuite certain that Aloliere ■was as indifferent to a fune- 
ral mass as any Lyons omwict* of the present day. As it 
was, you see the church actually strained a point in 
his favour ; gave him six feet of consecrated ground ; 
suffered an irregular sort ol’ service to be held, which, 
>vhile doubtless inefficacious compared with the virtue 
of a rtial mass, yet served to mark the regret which the 
church felt in consigning so great a man to hopelessness. 

Somebody made an epitajffi on him, and took it to 
the I’rince de Conde. “ I have brought you,” he said, 
“Molicre’s epitaph.” “Would to God,” said the 
Prince, bursting into*tears, “ it was Molifere bringing 
me yours ! ” 

Let us say a fetv words on Moli^re’s satire. 
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All weapons are alike, provided they be lethal, to the 
ferocious satirist. A Juvenal cares little whether he 
shoots his enemy, tramples upon him, or stabs him in 
the back, j)rovided he can maim, disable, or kill him. 
All missiles are justihuble by tin; rules of satiric war- 
fare ; whether epithets undesewed, crimes never com- 
mitted, motives not dreamed of, antecedents invented 
— all are equally good, provided only they be ecjually 
useiul. To describe your enemy as stupid is nothing; 
to be vicious is nothing, lie must be superlatively 
•'.'ici.ous and incredibly stupid. True it is that the 
vocity of the satirist seems to produce wonderfully 
little effect. He foaitis at the mouth, and gnashes Avith 
lils teeth: the unthitiking folk stare, and go on their 
Av'ay. We do not learn that the later Empire was 
gr' ally improved by the virtuous verses of Juvenal; 
and the Franciscan friars — ■fratre.H fraterrimi — appear 
to have Iteen litth; the Avorse for Buchanan’s lashing. 
But when the indignant moralist has had his say, and 
comes doAvn Avi]»ing his broAV, there is a chance for him 
who tries to lead the people another Avay, not by hurl- 
ing abuse at them, but by shoAviiig them their idols in 
a true light — by making them see for themselves hoAV 
petty, insignificant, and poAvcrless are their gods. The 
glamour falls from the eyes of the Avorld, and it Avakes, 
like Titania, to find that it has been enamoured of 
a monster. So the most fitting emblem for satire 
would be the thyrsus, Avreathed with the leaves which 
hide the spear-head. It belongs to the two men who, 
above all, have been successful satirists — Erasmus. and 
Moliere. It does not belong to Buchanan, to Boileau, 
or to Pope. The world’s respect for a principle or an 
institution is, as it Avere, its very breath of life ; when 
this goes, when the Avorld agrees to laugh at it, it falls, 
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never to revive again. And thus it. is that Moliere is 
stronger than IPoileau. Both worked in the same, field; 
both aimed at the maintenance of sense and taste; both 
had the true gift of the satirist in a genuine, not a pre- 
tended, hatred for shams and unrealities and windbags. 
But they pursued different methods of attack, and got 
very different results. It is certain to me that Trisso- 
tin, Vadius, and Tartuffe, Cathos, Madelon, and Ar- 
mande. Doctor Diafoirus and Doctor Desfonandres, did 
more to damage bigots and quacks, hyjwcrites and pe- 
dants, to restore reason to literature, and to destroy 
affectation and humbug, than all Boileau’s poems put 
together. We would not have lost the Avorks of the 
very prophet of common-sense ; but we miss in him 
that consideration and tenderness for human failings 
which prevent Moliere from ever being, or pretending 
to be, in a real rage. Boileau pretends not to be able 
to hide his scorn ; while Avith Moliere, floAvers, songs, 
laughter, the music of maidens’ voices, the sighs and 
hopes of loA^ers, the atmosphere of life and the world, 
surround the objects of his satire. Henriette and Cli- 
tandre, A^alere and Marianne, make us sometimes forget 
the follies of Armando and the hypocrisies of Tartuffe ; 
Avhile these, as in the world, are not the whole, but 
only a part of life. • 

The gallery of Moliere, for so great a dramatist, is an 
extremely limited one. Content at first to imitate the 
Spanish school of intrigue, in which all the dramatis 
persona! are cast in uniform moulds, and deliilbation of 
character is entirely out of the question, it was not till 
late in his dramatic life that he found his real field, 
and attacked the follies and foibles o*f the day. His 
“ Avare,” his “ Ddpit Amoureux,” and even his “ Ecole 
des Maris,” belong to no time and all time ; while the 
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“ Pr^cieuses Ridicules,” the earliest of his satiric comedies 
properly so called, was yet a mere sketch, and had to 
wait for six years before it found a true successor in , 
the “ Tartuife,” the “ Bourgeois Gentilhomme,” and the 
“Femmes Savantes,” all of which belong to the last 
five years,of Moliere’s life. His muse was to be a tree 
whose best fruit comes late, and in too small quantity. 

Moli6re had two subjects of satire which he shared 
with every comedian, and even every buffoon, namely, 
the stock subjects of the aspiring citizen and the quack 
physician; and he had two others which he made 
peculiarly his own, which were his own creation — the 
hypocrite, the pretended jnoiis, and the pedants who set 
themselves up for judges of good taste. The “ Bour- 
geois Gentilhomme ” has been put upon every stage ; 
there are Jourdains and Dandins in every literature ; 
and we need not linger over the follies of the citizen 
aping the manners of the great. Let us rather pass on, 
to show how the times themselves illustrate the force 
and point of MoIIotc with regard to the remaining 
classes. Bright and fresh as his plays are, they assume 
colours far brighter and fresher to him who takes the 
trouble — let us rather say, gives himself the pleasure — 
of reading about the men and women who formed the 
society of Moliere’s Paris — men and women beit observed, 
not opinions and theories. The materials are abundant, 
and the research required is not laborious, for the seven- 
teenth century is as well known to us as our own. 

In the “ Pr^cieuses Ridicules ” we have the story of 
two young ladies from the country. Deeply impressed 
with the reading of “ CMlie,” they have recently arrived 
in Paris, and are^.onging to form part of a society 
which that mellifluous romance has taught them to be- 
lieve the only thing worth living for. ' They repel their 
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honest country-bred suitors -with the greatest disdain, 
because their advances are not made in the forms pre- 
, scribed by Mile. Scuderi. In revenge, the two gentlemen 
dress up their valets as persons of distinction, and send 
them to pay a morning call . The vulgarity and pretension 
of the two servants, the enormous pleasure th^y take in 
])erforming their part, the little affectations of the poor 
girls, and their innocent delight at getting, as they sup- 
pose, a chance of realizing their fondest ho])es by 
forming a ])art of the society which they only know 
from their reading, are the slight materials out of which 
the piece is constructed. 

In the “ Femmes Savantes ” a high(!r note is struck. 
It is not this time a pair of ju'ovincial damsels longing 
to see the coteries of which they have heard so much, 
but the very coterie itself — a family of women who 
have taken uj) the fashionable ideas of the time, and 
<levotc themselves to science, criticism, and art. Their 
criticism is worthless, their science pretence, and their 
knowledge of art nothing. They propose to establish 
an Academy for which Plato’s llejmblic — of which they 
understand as much as if it were so much Hebrew — is 
to furnish the rules and form the model. It is destined 
to establish the equality of women with men — or, to 
use their own words (it really seems as if Molifere were 
writing to-day) : — 

Nows voulows montrer a do certains esprits, 

Dont rorgueilleux savoir nows traite avec ni6pr^, 

Qwe do science awssi les fomnies sont mewblees ; 

Qw’on powt fairo, corame ewx, do doctos asscmbl6eB, 
Conduites on cola par des ordi'os meillowrs ; 

Qw’on y vent rownir ce qw’on separe aillenrs, 

M^ler le bean langage et les hawtes sciences, 

D^cowvrir la natwre on mille experiences, 

Et Bwr les qnestions qn’on powrra proposer, 

Fnire entre chaqwe secte et n’en point 4pow8er.” 
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Above all, they burn to make scientific discoveries. 
Armed with telescopes, compasses, and mathematical 
instruments, the}' are ready to j^rove that woman’s 
region of thought extends beyond the domain of rib- 
bons and shawls, and is bounded only by those limits 
assigned to the masculine intellect. Indeed, they go 
beyond the powers of man, and have already made 
discoveries ol’ startling interest, greater than any yet 
vouchsafed to the ma]§ eye. For one of them (with 
commendable modesty) announces that she has dis- 
cerned men in the moon ; while another, confessing to 
an inferior power of vision, has only as yet made out 
the church-steeples of that satellite. They are pre- 
pared, in their Academy, to discuss and teach grammar, 
history, moral and political philosophy. But their im- 
mediate work is the reform of language. All doTibtful 
and coarse expressions are to be abolished; common- 
places will be banished ; and they have vowed a mortal 
hatred against a multitude of nouns, verbs, and adjec- 
tives, which are henceforth to be expunged from the 
language. Finally, by their own laws, they are to be 
the absolute crities of every work — judges, from whose 
decision there is to be no a])peal — of j^rose and verse : — 

N'ous cliercherons partout ti trouver a redire, 

Et ne verrons que nous qui sachent bien ecrire. 

^It is refreshing to find the Rights of Women asserted 
so long ago, and in terms as plain as those we are get- 
ting accustomed to now. And there is comfort in the 
thought that, disagreeable as the present prospect may 
appear, the whole question was as vehemently discussed 
and as forcibly argued two hundred years ago, with no 
result. 

“ Rise,” says Armande to her grovelling and down- 
trodden sister, “ rise above these low and vulgar incli- 
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nations. Make yourself sensible to the delights of study 
and of science. Marry yourself to philosophy. Give 
up to reason the sovereign lordship.- What can you 
see, what is there to see, in marriage?” “ I see,” says 
the contemptible Henriette, “ I see my husband, my 
children, and my home.” 

In these two plays there was not a single word of 
exaggeration. When Manage, after the first representor- 
tion of the “ Pr^cieuses Ridic\iles,” made that speech 
which you have just now read, to Chaj)elain, the greatest 
sinner of all, he pronounced the first recognition of what 
was to prove the death-blow to the conceits and man- 
nerisms of his own circle. They were henceforth to 
burn what they used to adore, and to adore what they 
used to burn. Most of the set, however, were too har- 
dened in their own beliefs, and went on adoring at the 
ruined shrines of their old idols long after the people 
had given them up. 

But the precieuses of Molierc’s play must not be care- 
lessly or hastily confounded with that brilliant circle 
first got together at the H&tel de Rambouillet, of which 
we have had to speak so much already. This mansion 
was not yet, it is true, dosed, but its glories were de- 
parted. Julie de Vivonne, Marquise de Rambouillet, 
had a long and glorious reign of more than thirty years, 
the queen of Parisian society. At the age of twenty 
being then a matron of eight years’ standing, she with- 
drew from the Louvre, pretending that she found no ' 
pleasure in the noise and tumult of the royal Assemblies. 
It seems very likely that a personal dislike which she 
had conceived for Louis XIII. had a good deal to do 
with her retirement. She went to her hotel, newly 
built and decorated after her own designs, the most 
beautiful as it was also the most commodious house in 
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Paris, and announced her resolution to leave it no 
more. She kept this resolution, which cost her nothing, 
because society came to her, for fifty-five years, when 
she died, full of years and of honour, leaving not a 
single person to say a word against her. The memory 
of this pure woman is altogether sweet and holy; her 
influence, save in the region of art, was altogether 
good — her example altogether elevating. At her house, 
for thirty years at least, an assembly gathered every 
evening of the week. Here (Madame de Rambouillet’s 
own innovations) all the year round Iresh-cut flowers 
filled the vases ; here the windows opened to the ground, 
and enabled the visitors to step into the gardens of the 
H6tel, the finest in Paris ; here the old dark and sombre 
colours of the walls were replaced by bright blue and 
gold, and here the best people in Paris assembled, and 
modern society began. 

But criticism was not the object of the Hotel. It was 
a social circle, where everybody was required to repress 
himself, and to consider his exertions only valuable in 
so far as they contributed to make other people ha])py. 
This was, as we have seen, its first, and so far as Ma- 
dame de Rambouillet herself was concerned, its only 
object. Abuses naturally crept in with success. Pe- 
dantry began to take the place of scholarship ; prigs, i. e. 
j^icieux et fr'eciemes^ grew up as thick as dandelions ; a 
mannerism of speech set in; niceness reigned in the 
place of delicacy ; false canons of taste were introduced 
and accepted; the objection to coarse language was car- 
ried absurdly far; when the younger daughter unhap- 
pily took to fainting at a doubtful word, and it became’ 
the fashion to emulate a sensibility so remarkable and 
so difficult of attainment, it really seemed as if the 
French language was going to be robbed of half its 
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words, and to be reduced to expressing the simplest 
ideas by circumlocution. All this was not the fault of 
Madame de Rambouillet. What she originally proposed 
she succeeded in effecting; and the language of Louis 
Qiiatoi’zc was of a very different tone from that of his 
illustrious but outspoken grandfather, with his cele- 
brated oath of “ Ve7ttre Saint Gris ! ” The abuses 
sprang from the excessive zeal of her disciples, and date 
from the decay of the Hotel. For after thirty years of 
prosperity, the circle began to fall away. Julie, the 
eldest daughter — the divine Julie, the Philomide of 
Mlhi. Scuderi^ the heroine of the “ Garland ” — yielded 
her hand at last, and after twelve years of wooing, to 
her patient lover, M. de Montausier. She was then a 
tender young thing of thirty-eight. Angdliquc, her 
sister, the fragile thing who tainted even at moral words 
if they sounded strong, married the Count de Grignan, 
and in a measure lost her extreme sensibility. Ang6- 
lique Paulet, the “ Elise ” of Mile. Scud^ri, who was 
more beautiful at fifty than she had been at twenty, and 
at twenty was more beautiful than Helen, died suddenly, 
to the great grief of everybody. The troubles of the 
Fronde broke opt. M. de Rambouillet died. The two 
sons died — one in battle, the other of the plague. Sick- 
ness fell upon iKjor Arthenicc herself, and she could not 
bear the sight of a fire in winter or the sun in summer^ 
Her old friends dropped off at her side, for no one ever 
deserted her, to join the majority; the glories of her 
youth could not be renewed ; new and rival circles 
were established, notably that of Mile. Scud4ri, her 
old disciple, and were followed by the more advanced 
of the preciemes ; and it was at these assemblies, not 
those older ones of Madame de Rambouillet, that taste 
declined and genius drooped ; it is one, of these that 
Mojiere ridicules in the “ Femmes Savantes.” 
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The society which haunted their gatherings is de- 
picted in the novels of Mile. Scud^ri, who was the 
Richardson of France, only with more than Richard- 
son’s propriety and less of Richardson’s vigour. Her 
romances — more dreary than the human brain can now 
conceive — have the special interest that all the charac- 
ters are portraits. Cyrus is Conti; Mandane is the 
Duchess of LonguevUle; CMomire, Madame de Ram- 
bouillet; Elise, Ang^lique Paulet; while Sappho is the 
modest name assumed by the writer herself. The as- 
sumption of names was an affectation of the time in 
private life; we all know how that of Arthenice was 
given to Madame de Rambouillet, and how little Made- 
Ion and Cathos, in the “ Pr^cieuses Ridicules,” tell their 
papa, in their pretty conceited way, that they intend 
no longer to be called by names so common and so 
utterly unknown to the grand style, but by those of 
Polixene and Ariste. 

Everything which had been introduced by Madame 
de Rambouillet, with a view to the formation of a har- 
monious and untroubled social circle, was exagger- 
ated and distorted by Mile. Scud^ri and her followers. 
Because language was to be pure the commonest things 
were to be expressed by circumlocution. “ Give me,” 
says Madelon, “ the counsellor of the Graces,” meaning 
the looking-glass. “ Convey us,” says Cathos, “ the 
commodities of conversation,” meaning “ Place chairs.” 
And while Madame de Rambouillet kept love as much 
as possible out of her circle, because love-matters are 
the most fruitful source of dissension and jealousy, the 
Scud^ri coterie would prohibit it altogether, substitut- 
ing a mawkish Platonic affection, which admitted of 
tawdry and meaningless compliments. If it satisfied 
the women — which does not appear, from the slight 
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evidence we possess, to have been the case — it was only 
laughed at by the men. Nor could real flesh and blood 
ever wholly be kept out, and therefore they bethought 
them of laws and regulations by which love could be 
safely carried on ; and in the “ C161ie ” there is the de- 
licious “ Carte du Tendre,” or “ Map of Affection,” 
where Billets Doux^ Petits Soins, Billets Galants, and 
Jolis Vers^ form villages on the highroad of love. Love- 
making, henceforth, was to be a matter of science and 
study ; there was to be a method of attack and one of 
defence, and the fortress was oidy to yield after the 
siege had been carried on according to the most scien- 
tific mode, and the defence been as obstinate as the sys- 
tem of “ Cldlie ” called for. 

The poets who formed the later circles were as dege- 
nerate as might have been exj^ected. They wrote for 
the ladies, and the productions most ])leasing to the 
ladies were enigmas, portraits, madrigals, and sonnets. 
Mascarille says that he can count two hundred songs, 
as many sonnets, four hundred cpigramSjwmore than a 
thousand madrigals, without enumerating enigmas and 
portraits, and that he is going to turn the whole of 
Roman history into madrigals. It is a sonnet which 
Trissotin reads to the enraptured Philaminte, Armande, 
and Bclise. And of portraits we have whole galleries 
in Mile. Scud6ri herself, who drew those of every one 
of her friends. 

It has been doubted whether Moliere e^r intended 
to satirize Mile. Scud^ri herself. 1 think there need 
be no doubt whatever on the subject. The fact that 
Boileau did not scruple to attack this great woman is 
sufficient to dispel any doubt. Boileau and Moliere 
were united by a firm friendship. Different as were 
their minds, in many respects they thought alike. The 
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same good sense guided both : if Moliei’Q AVTites on a 
subject, we can find Boileau suggesting it ; and what 
is to be found in the satires of the one will be found as 
well in the comedies of the other. 

At the same time it must be owned that the leader 
of the preciemes was not so utterly ridiculous. She 
had been brought up in a fairly good school ; she was 
sensible that her example, imitated biiyond due limits, 
led to affectations and ridicule; indeed, she comjdains 
herself of the follies of her rivals and imitators. But 
she Avas in a way responsible for these very ibllies. The 
leader of a circle Avhich pretended to be; learned, and 
rebelled against the authority of men, Avithout the ex- 
cuse of genius or scholarship, she encrusted herself in 
the ideas of her youth, and prol)ably did not knoAV, till 
her comjtlacency Avas rudely disturbed by Moliere and 
Boileau, that a ncAV Avorld of thought had sprung up 
around her. But as the ladies of Tunbridge Wells 
petted and idolized Richardson, bringing him consola- 
tion for the wicked insults of that MohaAvk Fielding, so 
her circle oTsdmirers, witli Pellisson, “ the ill-favoured 
one,” at its head, gathered round her, and carried on 
the madrigals, sonnets, enigmas, and ]>ortraits, till she 
died, at the advanced age of ninety-six. 

The “Femmes Sa\'antes” not only attacked a circle, 
but, almost by name, one of its most illustrious mem- 
bers, the Abbb Ootin. He had managed to oftend 
both Boileau and Moliere — the former, because he did 
not attempt to disguise his contempt for Boileau’s 
earlier poems; the latter, because he officiously sug- 
gested to M. de Motitausier that he was the original 
of Alceste in the “ Misanthrope.” Cotin was the 
writer of an immense quantity of verse, aU kinds flow- 
ing with equal readiness firom his jAen, all being eijually 
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insipid and .fashionable. In his own person he was a 
kind of tyj)e of every extravagance and alFectation to 
which the pricieuses had led their followers. To Boi- 
leau, as we have seen, he was simply the monarch of 
bad taste ; — 

Que sort ^ Cotin la raison, qui lui crie, 

“ N’ecris plus, gucris-toi d’une vaine folio ? ** 

When he speaks of the violation of common-sense he 
names Cotin ; Cotin illustrates his discourses on medio- 
crity and obscurity ; Cotin points the moral to his ser- 
mon on taste. These attacks, however, were compara- 
tively harmless; they were the compliments usually 
paid by writers to others against whom they had a 
grudge. Cotin would not be extinguished by these. 
It was reserved for Moli^re to suppress him once and 
for ever. 

Most fatally fpr the poor abb4, he fell out one even- 
ing with Manage on the merits of a sonnet. The dis- 
pute took place in the presence of ladies, prdciettses, 
rose to a quarrel, almost in the very words of the fa- 
mous quarrel between Trissotin and Vadius, and was 
quite as undignified and absurd. Boileau, the moment 
he heard of it, ran with the joyful news to Moli^jre, who 
hastened to put into his new piece a perfect copy of their 
common enemy, with his overweening self-conceit, his 
satisfaction at the adulation of the women, and, to 
crown all, the very quarrel, in its most ridiculous light, 
which was the talk of the town. The namelbf the cha- 
racter was at first Tricotin, but this appearing too per- 
sonal, it was softened to Trissotin. Still, that there 
might be no doubt whatever in anybody’s mind as to 
the person intended, Boileau and Chapelle made it their 
special business to go up and down the town telling 
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everybody; so that when the piece appeared there was 
a general rush to see put on the stage the great Acade- 
mician, the Abb6 Cotin, belauding himself and quarrel- 
ling with Manage. The latter was spared, compara- 
tively. He tells us himself that the quarrel ready took 
place, though he hides his own share in it — which is 
natural. But Cotin was crushed by the blow. He 
lived for nearly ten years more — his reputation gone, 
his audience of admiring ladies gone, their adulation 
gone. No more literary fame for him, no more auto- 
cratic decrees at the Academy ; and when he died there 
was not found one — not even among his brother Aca- 
demicians — to pronounce his Moffe — not one so poor as 
to do him reverence. 

It was a time when literary quarrels were frequent 
and bitter. Another quarrel is related by Furetifere, 
illustrative of the tempers of the irritable race of 
authors. MM. A. and B., like Vadius and Trissotin, 
are discussing the merits of a poem ; of course they 
disagree, and A., losing his temper, so far forgets what 
is due to politeness as to administer a box on the ear to 
B. Not able, naturally, to brook this insult, B. goes 
away, and in the heat and blindness of his wrath buys 
a new sword, preserving enough coolness of judgment 
to select one several inches longer than that worn by 
A. F ortified by the consciousness of a good cause, and 
this superiority in the length of his rapier, he attacks 
his enemy, meeting him in the street. But the crafty 
A. prepared for an encounter, and, with no more sto- 
mach than the other for cold steel, has adopted a stra- 
tagem of his own. His pockets are full of dust, and- 
throwing handfuls into his adversary’s eyes, he blinds 
him, and so wins an easy and a bloodless victory. 

But it is time to leave the preciemes. What is this 
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group of grave and reverend men, mounted on the 
easy-paced mule, wearing high-peaked hats, flowing 
robes, and majestic wigs ? They are the doctors, Mo- 
liire’s doctors — 


Savantissimi dociores, 

ModicineB profossores, 

Qui liic assemblati snnt. 

Or, to quote another epigram : — 

Wliat makes a learned doctor ? Speak. 

A mien pedantic ; every word 
Must be in Latin or in Grook : 

A mighty wig, a gown absurd, 

With fur and satin richly lined. 

In these gimt qualities combined 
A learned doctor you will find. 

This profession has always divided with the church 
the honour of being the most virulently satirized. In 
Moliere’s time, of course, it was still highly dangerous 
to say too much about the church; while the third 
learned profession, the law, had fingers too long. But 
doctors were safe game. 

I do not know whether the profession were quacks so 
much as the people were credulous. " Fur etierc, while 
he gives us his celebrated definition of a physician as 
one>.who is paid for telling us tales {fariboleti) in the 
sick chamber, till nature heals us or his medicines kill, 
almost in the same breath gravely relates the wonders 
he has seen wrought by a physician with s small phial 
of teinture de lune valued at tour hundred piltoles, with 
which he could cure everything. 

When a great man died, of coui'se hisi physicians were 
accused of killing him. Thus at the death of llenrietta, 
daughter of Hfinry IV. and wife of oui Charles I., some 
one wrote cm her physician, Yalot: — . 
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A cruel fate, the same for each, 

Three of a royal race befel ; 

What killed the husband and the sire, 

The wife and daughter slew as well. 

Each died by an assassin’s blow ; 

Ravaillac, Cromwell, and Valot. 

Henry by stroke of traitor’s knife, 

Charles on the scaffold lost his head ; 

And now the daughter and the wife, 

Slain by her doctor, here lies dead. 

And after the death of Cardinal Mazarin, over whom 
the doctors wrangled, not being able to make uj) their 
minds as to his disease, the j)eoplc would make way for 
Doctor Gu^nant in the streets, crying, “ Let him pass 
— let him pass ! He is the doctor who killed the car- 
dinal for us.” . 

I do not think that Moliere was actuated by any 
really strong feeling about doctors. They were fair 
game; they were ea^ to ridicule; everybody would 
join in the laugh, and no one, really, was hurt. We 
laugh at the physician when we are well, on whose lips 
we hang with fear &nd trembling when we are unwell. 
And as for Moliere himself, one of his dearest personal 
•friends was a physician. “He gives me medicine,” he 
said ; “ I don’t take it, and 1 get well.” • 

The great creation of Moli6re, his own undisputed 
character, is “ TartulFe.” *The play, first performed in 
an unfinished state before the king, was withdrawn in 
the face of strong ecclesiastical opposition, and kept 
back for thrde years before it could obtain a licence. 
Manage takes credit to himself for advocating its cause 
with President de Lamoignon on the ground of its excel- 
lent moral.. The church of course regarded the piece 
with a pro^nd horror, while the opposition it met with, 
and the applaus* with which it was greeted, suflSiciently 
testify to the vraisemblance of the principal character. 
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There was, in fact, a crowd of TartufFes in Paris during 
the seventeenth century. It was a great time for 
theological controversies and discussions, j These pro- 
duced a deep and lasting effect, and a very pernicious 
one, upon the religious life of the country. If the 
latter years of Louis were marked by a profound reli- 
gious gloom, of which the “ Tartuffe ” seems a sort of 
prophetic vision, it was not caused so much by the 
king’s awakened conscience and convictions, as forced 
by the conditions of time on the weakness of his old age. 
The cloud had been gathering during the whole long 
reign; the ascetics of Port-Royal began their course 
early in the century ; while it was yet in its early half, 
Madame de Sabl^, Madame de Longueville, and a 
crowd of others, retired to the gloomy shades of the 
monastery pour faire leur salut. The religious move- 
ment had its ebb and flow, its tides, its periods of 
maximum and minimum excitement. But when the 
excitement was at its highest the churches were 
crammed ; men who were not preachers or priests got 
reputations for extraordinary piety; they were taken 
into houses and maintained in luxury ; they were con- 
sulted, and asked to advise, on all matters; they were 
encouraged to affect a deeper religious sense than they 
possessed, and the weakness of their entertainers forced 
hypocrisy upon them. The very first thing they 
advised was to have nothing to do with the theatre. 
“ All amusements,” writes Madame de Sabl4, “ are bad 
for the Christian life, but among them all tHIre is none 
to be feared so much as the '^^tre.” Madame de 
Longueville thought 'that, “ unl^s there was some sort 
of necessity in the thing, ther#* must be finTin play- 
acting.” Her br<j^er the Prince de Conti, Sarasin’s 
former patron, withdrew his support from the stage, 
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and Bossuet preached against it. The truth was that 
the greatest hindrance to the “ revival ” which the re- 
ligious world wanted to produce, and waited for with 
so much interest and hope, was this very “ Tartuffe,” 
known and condemned long before it received its 
licence. For here, clinging to the coarse and oily 
Stiggins of the seventeenth century, was to be seen 
that common type of the feeble creature which, terrified 
into religion, cannot stand alone, and leans for support 
on the first prop which ofiers itself; and here too 
was set forth, in CMante, the type of the strong and 
balanced mind, not to be turned aside from the even 
tenor of its way by any fleeting enthusiasm of the mo- 
ment, or any religious excitement : — 

En nn mot, je sais, pour tonte ma science, 

Du faux ayec le vrai faire la diffiirenco : 

Et comme jo ne vois nul genre de lieros 
Qui soit plus a priscr que les parfaits ddvots, 

Aucnne chose au mondo et plus noble et plus belle 
Que la sainte ferveur d’un veritable zole, 

Aussi ne vois-je rien qui soit plus odieux 
Quo le dehors platre d’un zele sp^cieux. 

It is fair to say that Molifere’s was not the only voice, 
though his appears to have been the first, lifted up 
against the folly and danger of religious exaggeration 
and excitement. La Fontaine laughed at it, till they 
caught him and convmed him. Chapelle abused it: 
Boileau sneered at it: Furetiere growled at it. “After 
all, he says, “ we must accommodate ourselves to the 
laws of our being. When we retire from the world, 
we desert the ruling, ^fluences of order, and for what? 
To abandon ourselves to our imaginations in the desert, 
and to live iti places where our very vexations come to 
seem like victories to us»-. . . Whati,are we to say of 
the folly of parents who make their children read the 
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works of Catullus and Horace, and refuse to let them go 
to see ‘ Tartuflfe ? ’ ” 

And besides people like the Port-Royalists, well mean- 
ing if injudicious, and certainly deeply religious, there 
was an ignorant and dissolute priesthood whom even 
Moliire dared not attgick. The very man who refused 
him Christian burial, Harlay-Champvallon, Archbishop 
of 'Paris, was of extreme profligacy. He was exces- 
sively handsome, and a story is told hoAV some one, 
seeing him surrounded by ladies, exclaimed, “ Formosi 
pecoris emtofi” upon which one of the ladies completed 
the line — formosior ipse." 

Stories, abundant and suggestive, are told every- 
where about the priests of the time. One relates how 
a certain preacher, having to celebrate a saint’s day, 
delivered himself of the following sermon from the 

pulpit : “ My brethren, it is to-day the feast of St. ; 

on this day last year I told you all I knew about him. 
I have not heard that during the past twelve months 
he has distinguished himself in any way whatever. I 
have, therefoni, nothing more to add.” 

And another, to finish, speaking of the scandalous 
behaviour of priests at funerals, tells how a certain old 
lady left by Avill a bequest to the officiating priests, 
subject to the singular condition that they should not 
laugh while celebrating her funeral mass. Mindful of 
the money, their reverences began well and solemnly. 
But presently, at sight of each other’s long faces, set in 
the deepest gloom, they burst into a simulHineous roar 
of laughter and lost the money. 

But we couM go on for ever. Let us stop. I have 
cjSdbavoured to show the man and his surroundings 
rather than to criticize his works. These you may 
read for yourselves. But his plays are so delightful. 
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the wit in them is so fresh and bright, that it is worth 
while to get every light, jxjssible to throw upon them, 
and to bring out with greater clearness those of the 
points, a knowledge of which depend upon a knowledge 
of his actors, his audiences, his theatre, and the state 
of that society for which he wrote. 





Chapter XVI. 

REGNARD. 

Let me have audience for a word or two. 

As You Like it, 

HE only successor of Moliere : as Ben Jon- 
son is to Shakespeare, so is Regnard to 
Moliere ; and just as much as Ben Jonson 
is below Shakespeare, so is Regnard be- 
low Moliere. But a man of mark ; one 
who possessed genius, audacity, ambition, versatility, 
and above all, like Rabelais, Regnier, and Beaumarchais, 
that inexhaustible vein of gaiety and good spirits which 
seems the peculiar gift of the Frenchman. No one 
reads Regnard now — for that matter, very few read 
Moliere, except at school; yet, whether as a dramatist, 
traveller, or satirist, he is a writer whom we can read 
with pleasure and remember with pleasure. And his 
life had incidents of more than common ^yalue : like 
Cervantes, he was a prisoner with the Moors ; he was 
a great traveller, and he knew how to describe his 
travels : he was a bon-vivant, a man of society, a man 
of the world, an associate of all the ablest men of his 
own time.' Unluckily, he came at a time when the 
writers of the historiettes, mSmoireSf and 'letters seem to 
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have been resting jfrom their labours for a generation. 
'We know all about the personal history, from them- 
selves and others, of Saint Amant, Racine, Boileau, 
and Moli^re; we know, from Coll4 and Grimm, all 
that is to be said about the writers of the eighteenth 
century : Boswells there were before Regnard and after 
h im ; none, unfortunately, of his own time. Therefore 
we have to fall back upon the things he chooses to tell us 
himself, and even take the man on trust from materials 
he has himself selected. Now the biographer loves to 
get the weak points as well as the strong : to see the 
hero in his night-shirt ; to act as his valet de chambre, 
to put together the anecdotes which shfow those faiblesses 
which set off the strong points and act as contrast to the 
sitiratious. None of us, in fact, can afford to do with- 
out the valet ; the world refuses to accept a man on his 
own statement, and we learn to love our great men best 
when we have learned that they were even as ourselves, 
infused with the same weaknesses, as liable to fall, no 
stronger than ourselves, and subject to the same temp- 
tations. 

Regnard, however, even on his own showing, has 
but little of the heroic about him ; and from the scanty 
details he gives us of himself, we may very well con- 
struct a model which shall not, after all, fall very far 
short of the real man. He was born in 16^5, of well- 
to-do parents in trade, thus belonging to the same rank 
of life as Moli^re, in the Halles of Paris. As a school- 
boy and a student he did nothing creditable to himself 
or his masters, but rather the reverse ; — 

Lni qui ne snt jamais ui le greo, ni I’hdbren, 

Qoi jona jour et nuit, fit grand’ cliere et bon feu. 

Fortunately, he had not to make his own way in the 
world, for his father, dying when his only son was 
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twenty-one, left him a fortune of 40,000 crowns, equi- 
valent to at least £40,000 at the present value of money. 
With this sum in hand he had no uneasiness as to his 
future, and set off on his travels, going first to Italy. 
He was a gandder, and would apjx^ to have been a 
fortunate one, because he returned from his first visit 
to Italy, having paid all his expenses by his gains and 
netted 1T),000 crowns as well. He was at this time a 
tall, handsome young fellow, with, as his portraits show 
us, large eyes, strongly marked features, a firm-set 
chin, and full tremulous lips. Under the great wig of 
the seventeenth century, most faces ajjpear to be alike, 
and one fears that photographic minuteness was gene- 
rally given up in the attempt to produce a face which 
should be like the original, and yet destroy the disagree- 
able details. Still there can be no doubt that young 
Regnard was as attractive in appearance as in manners. 
He describes himself with a pen which may be as 
flattering as his portrait, but which gives us clearly 
something of the truth ; — 

Zelmis is a gentleman wlio pleases at first sight : yon see him 
for the first time and remark him. His appearance is so advan- 
tageous that you need not look into his features to find him agree- 
able. You must only, ladies, be careful not to love him too well. 

Zelmis made a second journey to Italy, this time 
with very disastrous results. It was at Bologna, in 
carnival time, that he met his fate, the one single pas- 
sion of his lift;. She was a Provenjale, the charming 
Elvire, married to a M. de Prade ; and, with he? husband, 
was looking on at the horse-racing when Zelmis first saw 
her. An introduction to her was simply effected by 
his clearing the place of certain persons who obstructed 
her view of the races. She smiled upon him — happy 
Zelmis 1 
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Elvire saw him ; she found him hien fait ; she conceived an 
esteem for him ; she thanked him in the most obliging terms 
possible. Whatever she said was with an accent so tender, and an 
air so easy, that it seemed as if she asked for your heart* . . . 
Even if the beauty of this Proven^*alo had not charmed him, her 
words would have made him more in love ; and something, I 
know not what, a thousand times more touching than her beauty, 
surprised him ; so that his love from that very moment was at a 
height wliich the greatest ])assions generally take a considerable 
time to reach. 

And then Zelmis called on Elvire : was well re- 
ceived : fell in love more and more : while the lady, 
though not forgetful of her marriage vows, received 
with pleasure the adoration of her new acquaintance. 
One evening, after receiving a smile from her, his high- 
est reward, he perceived that another, an mconnu., was 
treated with the same generosity. Furious at this ap- 
parent coquetry, he addressed the stranger: ‘‘ You are 
happy, monsieur,’' he said, “in knowing the lady who 
has just passed. Doubtless you love her. As for that, 
it is enough to see her, in order to feel her charms; 
and the manner in which you have been received shows 
that you are not indifferent to her.” The iuQonnu smiled. 
“Yes,” he said, “you are right: I love her, and I be- 
lieve I may fairly say that I am loved in return;” 
words which threw the lover into mere despair. But the 
inconnu.^ luckily or unluckily, was the lady’s husband ; 
and if Zelmis was thrown^ into despair, the husband 
was thrown into jealousy. No more accidental ren- 
contres with Elvire: no more smiles, no more* sweet 
whispers at a ball, for De Prade locked her up. Then 
Zelmis, wandering alone among the trees, gave himself ’ 
up to dreaming of his Elvire ; day after (fey he tried to 
meet her, but without success ; and when he learned by 
accident that they were gone to Rome^ he followed 
them. There they met again, at a masked ball first, 

A A 
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and afterwards at the ambassador’s. He found out 
where she was living, and, with the help of the lady’s 
maid — always that lady’s maid, Lisette — managed to 
see her every day, in the most Platonic way, though 
his passion was at fever heat, M. de Prade, presumably 
— at least one hopes so — knowing nothing whatever 
about these stolen interviews. At last, and after many 
])leading8, he extorted from the lady a confession that 
she was not wholly insensible to his passion. Oh! joy 
of joys — she was not wholly insensible! The moralist 
pauses here to remark on the extraordinary pleasure 
which young Regnard, then about two-and-twenty, 
finds in these perilous skatings on thin ice, when the 
lady’s avowal of what may be called a tendency to an 
inclination is like the premonitory cracking which leads 
to the giving way of the whole, immersion, possible 
drowning, certain rheumatic pains, and trouble for the 
rest of your days. However, he was stUl young, and 
probably Elvire, who played with him, was a little 
older in years, and a great deal older in experience. 
Came letter^ from France. Regnard must start at 
once for home, on business of an urgent nature. He 
tore himself from his adored one; but love, coupled 
with his other great passion, over-eating, laid him up at 
Florence ■with a fever, and for several months he was 
unable to travel. At last he got better, and took ship at 
Genoa. Imagine his surprise and joy at seeing on the 
deck, when he went on board, no other iJian Elvire 
herself, with her husband. Then was enacted for two or 
three days one of those little comedies which, pleasant 
enough for a while, are sure, if not stopped at the right 
moment, to turn into tragedies. For De Prade was 
jealous. If his Avife looked at Zelmis, if Zelmis looked 
at his wife, he fell into fits of jealousy which almost 
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deprived him of self-control. As for Zehnis — they all 
three had to live in the same cabin — 

The joy of meeting Elvire, the fear of loBing her again ; the 
imaginary pleasure of sleeping close to her ; natural jealousy at 
seeing her in another’s arms ; all this threw him into agonies 
whicli did not allow liim a moment of repose. Labollp Proven9ale 
was no happier. She too was jealous. . . . “ What new passion 
kept him in Italy ? Ah ! I am betrayed, I am deserted ; Zelmis 
loves me no longer.” 

The husband was equally unable to sleep, and thus 
these three lay in their cabin at night, all broad awake, 
all troubled Avith suspicions, jealousies, and doubts, 
perhaps, too, with sea-sickness, so that it must have 
been a real relief when, nfter passing Corsica, two 
vessels bore down upon them, which, afkir hoisting suc- 
cessively the flags of France, Spain, Holland, Venice, 
and Malta — the unprincipled pirates — boldly ran up 
their own, the standard of Barbary, accompanying the 
disquieting signal by a broadside of all their guns. Their 
own Avas an hlnglish ship ; the captain was cut in two by 
a chain-shot; the ofiicers were all killed, and Avhen the 
Moors boarded her, hardly anybody was left to defend 
the deck except Zelmi8,‘who protected the Provenjale 
sword in hand — nothing said about her husband — until, 
wounded and exhausted, he sank upon the pile of 
Moors whom he had killed with his own hand. Re- 
gnard, then, was brave as well as handsome : it is a de- 
tail which he gives of himself, and one is glad to learn 
it. Notwithstanding his courage, the ship was taken, 
crew and passengers made prisoners, and carried oflf to 
Algiers by Captain Mttstai)ha, a gentleman pirate of 
admirable manners, quite the corsair of romance, who 
treated Elvire with a consideration entirely unusual, if 
one may judge from passages relating similar events, in 
“Candide” and elsewhere. 
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Arrived at Algiers the captives were all sold, Elvire 
to the Bey, Baba Hassan by name, Zelmis to Achmet 
'rhalera, one of the richest and most cruel of the Alge- 
rians, and the husband to one Omar. Zelmis, for his 
part, promising a large ransom, was treated with com- 
parative kihdncss, and having shown a creditable skill 
in making ragohts Avas made cook,* an occupation which 
permitted him to go about the city and make inquiries as 
to the welfare of Elvire. lie discovered where she was, 
and, by the help of a ncAv acquaintance, one Mehemet, 
an employe of the palace, even found means to see and 
speak to Elvire as she was conveyed to the baths. 
And here Regnard, with a natural desire to exalt his 
passion and prove his OAvn heroism, goes into certain 
details which even to the eye of reverent criticism appear 
improbable and even ajwcryphal. For he tells us how he 
was employed by the Bey to furnish certain designs 
and paintings, how under colour of bringing these 
things to the palace ho gained access to the harem and 
even conversed Avith Elvire, hoAv he planned an escape 
as romantic as that of Robinson Crusoe, how he actu- 
ally succeeded in putting to- sea with Elvire, and 
how they were caught and brought back without being 
punished at all. Baba Hassan allowing himself to 
manifest nothing but a sublime sorrow^ — ElAure, the 
only authority on th|s delicate part of the history, cer- 
tainly always paii^M the monarch as a very Scipio, 
and she had every opportunity of knowin|f the truth — 
while Achmet Avent no farther than to shut up his 
prisoner more closely and, which is strange, allow him 


* He Bays he became a painter, but this is the pardonable softening 
down of an antobiographer. 
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the society of his four beautiful wives. No bastinado, 
no impaling, no beheading at all. 

What always happens when a Frenchman, young, tall, 
handsome, spirituel^ is locked up with four lovely Alge- 
rian ladies? Do not at least two of them fall in love with 
him at once? This was the unfortunate case with Zelmis. 
They were all beautiful, but the fairest was Imraona ; 
she it was who first betrayed her passion, and in a 
thousand little ways, by languishing looks, by smiles, 
by little gestures, called on her slave to return the 
passion. Next it was Fatima who remarked the cold- 
ness of Zelmis to Immona, and wrongly construed it 
into admiration of her own superior charms. This mis- 
take cleared up, there remained jealousy and disaj)- 
pointed vanity, which rage in Algerian as well as in 
Parisian hearts, and poor Zelmis must be made to learn 
furens quid feemina possit. Zelmis, indeed, madly 
though he loved Elvire, could not altogether remain 
insensible to the charms of Immona, and after various 
hairbreadth escapes and dreadful j)erils successfully 
surmounted, was found by Achmet in a situation at 
once delicate and difficult to explain. Joseph Surface 
himself was not more effectually disconcerted. And 
then a terrible alternative remained : he must renounce 
his faith or be burned alive. Which of these Zelmis 
would have chosen we do not know, for at this junc- 
ture the French consul interpose^ and repfesenting to 
Achmet the certainty and grea^ess of the ransom, 
persuaded him to vdthdraw his charge and acknow- 
ledge he had acted on simple suspicion. The ransom 
arrived and Zelmis was free« More than this, Elvire, 
too, was frg,ed by the incomparable and disinterested 
generosity of the enamoured Baba Hassan, and her hus- 
band was reported dead. The two returned together 
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to France, alternately shedding tears for poor De Prade, 
and clasping each other’s hands in an ecstasy of happiness. 

Let us hasten to the end of this tragical romance. 
They landed in France; they lived near each other; 
they waited only for the term of widowhood to expire in 
order to complete their happiness. Thus eight months 
had passed away, Zelmis falling daily more and more 
deeply in love ; Elvire giving back sigh for sigh — when, 
one day, Zelmis being with the fair widow, a servant 
told them that two monks from Algiers wished to see 
Elvire. Two monks ! But with them, no monk at all, 
was none other than De Prade, not dead, but alive. 
Ragged, wasted with hunger and privation, barefoot — 
it was De Prade himself who threw himself into the 
arms of Elvire his wife. 

This was too much. Zelmis left the pair thus strangely 
reunited and fled abroad to seek oblivion in absence 
and time. We hear no more of Ehire. Time and 
absence often enough keep the heart constant to its for- 
mer object. It is the return, after many years, that 
disillusionizes. When Zelmis got back to France we 
may picture him calling upon Elvire and waiting with 
a beating heart the moment of seeing her again. She 
comes. He sees her again, and, like a house of cards, 
his love, the regrets of all the years, his tender memo- 
ries, his dreams of beginning again the old sweet theme, 
everything falls to pieces and vanishes, and Zelmis is a 
free man once more. For Elvire is as old as himself, 
and he is six-and-thirty ; the graceful lin^s of youth 
have developed into the full-blown curves of matron- 
hood ; her checks are painted, her eyes have lost the 
lustre of their youth; and when she speaks with the 
same old sentimental sigh, it seems like some horrid 
mockery of a lifelong dream. 
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Elvire? She is no longer Elvire — she is Madame de 
Prade, and good Monsieur her husband, the patient 
much-tried man, may rest at last in peace, for Zelmis 
is dead and buried, and only Regnard is left, who may 
still perhaps trouble the rest of other married men, but 
will leave him and his alone. 

This romance, the only one in his life, is told us, as 
I have said, by Rt^gnard himself, much as I have told it 
to you. What I have omitted arc the beautiful speeches 
the lovers make to each other, the admirable senti- 
ments of Baba Hassan, and the delightful unreality of 
the whole thing. But there is no doubt of the facts. 
They were all three j^risoners. Dc Prade w^ reported 
dead. His widow came home with Regnard, who pro- 
mised to marry her; and then her husband turned u]) 
again. It is like reading a novelette by Cervantes, 
and it would be perfectly charming if only the writer 
had chosen to describe the daily life of a slave among 
the Moors, instead of treating us to his intrigues with 
Immona and Fatima. But people had not yet learned 
the charm of accurate description, and the romance of 
reality. 

Regnard’s travels in Lapland form a little book much 
more useful, because he found himself in a country 
where no Frenchman had yet penetrated. lie gives us 
a lively account of the people, this time keeping himself 
and his conquests in the background altogether. He 
attends at the funeral of a celebrated Lapland priest 
of Tornea, Joannes Tornmus. At the bedside sits his 
widow weeping and crying. Round her a group of other 
women all lamenting together. Great silver vessels stand 
on the table, filled with wine and brandy. The widow 
stops her weeping at intervals, to make everybody 
drink. And so they weep and drink alternately. Ho 
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marks their superstition, how when one is ill, they heat 
the drum to know if he is going to recover ; and if they 
are sure he is going to die, they make his last moments 
fly more rapidly and more pleasantly, by plying him 
with brandy, of which they partake themselves the more 
to excite their tears. And when he is dead they destroy 
his house to appease Ids manes. Then they observe 
unlucky days ; they mix up Christianity with the wor- 
ship of Thor ; they offer sacrifices ; they have sorcerers, 
and so on. Finally, Avith his companions, Rcgnard 
reaches the North Cape, climbs the mountain which 
gives them a view of the Northern Sea, and leaves a 
Latin inscription for the bears and the wolves to read. 
The inscription proclaims the greatness of the tra- 
vellers : — 

Gallia nos goniiit : vidit nos Africa ; Gangem 

Hauflitnns, Europamque ocnlis lustravimus oinnem : 

Casibus ei variis acti terraque marique 

Hie tandem stetimus, nobis nbi defuit orbis. 

Returning from Lapland, Regnard visited Stockholm, 
Turkey, Hungary, and Germany, going back to Paris, 
where he bought a charge of royal treasurer, which he 
held for twenty years. His fortune was ample, his 
poAver of conversation great, his social position was es- 
tablished . And Avhen, some time afterwards, he bought 
the estate of Grillon, Avhere he spent his summers, he 
Avas able to fill his house with the best society of Paris, 
and to give his friends the most delightful Itfe possible, 
full of music, feasting, dancing, love-making, and sing- 
ing. It Avas in the last period of the Great King’s life 
and already, in secret, the note of the Regency had been 
struck. Away in the country, hidden among the forests 
of Grillon, a free and unbridled life could be led, of 
Avhich the world knew nothing, and where no Tartuffe 
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was allowed to penetrate. For Regnard was by con- 
viction a pure Epicurean. What is it that life can 
give ? — 

Grand’ chere, vin dolicienx, 

Bello niaison, liberty toute eiitiore : 

Bals, concerts, eniin, tout ce qiii pent satisfairc 
Le gout, les oreilles, les yeux : 
lei le moindre domestique 
A du talent pour la musique. 

« He « 

Los h6tes meme, en entrant an chateau, 

Semblent du niaitre eprouvor le genie. 

Toujours socicto choisie : 

Et, ce qiii mo parait surprenant et nouveau, 

Grand mondc et bonne compagnie. 

All this he had at Grilloii, where he led the life he 
liked, singing and making love to the fair Tontine : — 
Upon her face 

A thousand dimples smile for me; 

Of love the work, of love the gT*aco ; 

Beside the rest you cannot see 
Upon her face. 

Her pretty lips 

Are full of laughter and of mirth, 

And all her words our wit eclipse : 

Love makes his palace upon earth 
Her pretty lips. 

Her rounded throat 
Of marble seems, that lies beneath. 

No mortal yet has dared to note, 

Save with the eyes of love and faith, 

Her rounded throat. 

Her tender voice 
So sweetly strikes on lover’s ear : 

And when she sings the noles rejoice, 

Once more the harmony to hear 
Of hel* sweet voice. 

Then all around, 

Drink, drink a glass to fair Tontine. 

Perhaps our lady may be found 

To love — such things have sometimes been — 

Us all around. 
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Grillon, indeed, was to be another monastery of Thc- 
lem(5, the rules of which he gives : — 

Pleasantly now to pass our days 
With, wliat tlie fates may lend us, 

A monastery let us raise, 

With Bacchus to befriend us. 

And every one, or monk or nun, 

Who fain would join our order. 

Shall only prove his power of love 
And merriment, to the warder. 

The vows our brethren undertake 
Shall bring no sorrow after ; 

Short prayers to read, long feasts to make. 

And spend the days in laughter. 

Temptation from us to remove. 

And make all envy hated ; 

Our gold, our wine, our very love. 

Shall be in common treated. 

Each monk shall have his penitent 
Obedient to injunction, 

And show her, to his teaching bent, 

The virtues of compunction. 

Like some fair flower sweetly trained, 

Her soul will grow in beauty ; 

While in her cell the holy saint 
Still lectures her on duty. 

And last, to show where here below 
The true religious ease is, 

Bead evermore above the door; 

‘‘Hero each lives as he pleases.” 

The sentiments of this Pantagruelian ballad are, in- 
deed, deplorable ; but one may at least admij^ the verse, 
and acknoAvledge that it shows the poet’s true convic- 
tions. If the idea is borrowed from Rabelais, at least 
the theme loses nothing in the hands of Regnard. 

It is very remarkable, if one may pass from this 
trifling to a serious remark, to note how very slowly 
the idea of wealth’s responsibilities, of the duties that 
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the rich owe to the poor, has grown up in tlie world. 
Especially in this seventeenth century, men seem all 
supremely selfish. Out of all, only La Fontaine and 
Moliere — perhaps, too, Saint Amant — are touched with 
the sense of sympathy. The rich man uses his wealth 
entirely to procure himself enjoyment : the poor man 
spends his life in the effort to procure wealth : men of 
genius flatter, cringe, and do kotou, to procime wealth and 
the means of enjoyment. Regnard, at once a rich man 
and a genius, spent his money in surrounding himself 
with all that life could give of physical and msthetic 
pleasure; for the poor, the helpless, the suffering, he 
has no thought. Suffering, in all forms, is distasteful 
to the Epicurean, particularly those forms of suflering 
which are associated with poverty, ugliiuiss, mean sur- 
roiuidings. He dislikes suffering so much that he will 
not see any if he can help it. Let it stay outside. In- 
side, let the violins and flutes play; let there be the 
flowing of wine : let the boys sing; let the ladies jirattle ; 
and in the intervals of these, when the muscles are tired 
of laughing, the ear fatigued with sweet sounds, let us 
go to our study and write the comedies, the satires, the 
verses of this artificial heaven which shall make us 
immortal. 

For Regnard is a poet, ^^ot, if you please, a great 
jmet, but a poet of considerable vigour and abundant 
wit : second as a satirist to Boileau, and second as a 
dramatist to Moliere. You will not, I apprehend, take 
pleasure in reading all his satires, but you may read 
one, that on Boileau- Desprdaux. Boileau, you remem- 
ber, wrote a Satire on Women, the poorest and weak- 
est productiyn of his pen. Regnard, who was not one 
of the great man’s disciples, dared to write a counter- 
blast on husbands, at which Boileau chose to be in a 



364 


BEGNABB. 


great rage. Whereupon Regnard wrote “ The Tomb 
of Boileau,” in which he supposed the poet to have ex- 
])ired in disgust at seeing another preferred to himself. 
These are his last words, addressed to his own verses : — 

Dearer to me than mistress, love, or wife, 

You who will give your author second life, 

For the last time I see you — ^round my bed 
Already Death his horrid wings has spread. 

Yet I die happy, since an age depraved 
Sees, without horror, taste despised and braved ; 

Since France, ungrateful, faithless, false, untrue. 

Yawns o’er my verse, and yearns for idols new. 

And I, so long the king of phrase and word. 

Have now to witness Regnard’ s rhymes preferred. 
Regnard, wlio ten years spent from shore to shore, 

In Lapland wandering from the Moorish oar ; 

Regnard, who knows no classic rules aright. 

Who eats, and drinks, and gambles day and night. 

Was it for this that in my youthful toil, 

By the pale glimmer of the rancid oil, 

Bowed over dusty tomes, I learned — the curse 
Of all my life — to hammer out a verse ? 

Is it on drinking that our poets hope ? 

And is Parnassus but a flowery slope ? 

Yet Regnard, Regnard, flies from hand to hand, 

I heaped, meanwhile, on every old bookstand. 

Oh ! cruel stroke of fate ! Despair and rage I 
When Herculean toils have brought old age. 

By a now athlete vanquished, see me lie — 

My life too long for honour ; let me die. 

It is ])lcasant, after reading the above, to remember 
that Pioileau and Regnard were subsequently recon- 
ciled, and said kind things of each other. “ Regnard 
is only a mediocre poet,” said some one to E^ileau, after 
the reconciliation. “ II n’est pas mediocrement gai,” 
said the old satirist. While Regnard, making amends, 
dedicated his comedy, tike “ Menechmes,” to Boileau, 
calling himself his disciple, and saying : — » 

Favor! des neuf soeiirs, qai sur le mont Pamasse, 

De I’aveu d’ Apollon, marohes si pros d’Horace. 



HIS PLAYS. 


365 


Which is as it should be, and unkind things arc better 
said of men whcm they are dead than when they are 
living. At least they cause less annoyance. Let us 
all agree to say nothing cruel of friend or enemy till he 
is fairly under the sod. Think, then, of the pleasures of 
uncontradicted calumny. 

In placing Regnard next to Moliere, it must be un- 
derstood that there is an immense space between the 
two. Regnard is animated, lively, gay, but he wants 
that substratum of sadness which accompanies the 
higher fornjs of genius. His plays, too, are quite con- 
ventional, impossible, and unreal. Take only one, the 
best — best because it is the liveliest and lightest — the 
“Folies Amoureuses.” Erastc has returned from 
Italy : Agathe, under the tutelage of Albert, her jea- 
lous and suspicious guardian, discovers the return of 
her lover, and, accompanied by the inevitable Lisette, 
goes into the garden, where all the action takes place, 
in the early morning, in the hope of meeting him. 
Lovers, of course, get up always at daybreak. Here 
she is discovered by Albert, the guardian, and is sent 
indoors, while Lisette is first abused and th^n coaxed. 
Crispin, the valet of Eraste, sent to sec how things lie, 
is intercepted by Albert the jealous : — 

Vous me portez tout I’air de cee fripons 

Qni rddent pour entrer la nuit dans los maisous. 

Crispin pretends to be a chemist — doctor, natural phi- 
losopher — and makes up a long story. Albert goes into 
the house, and Eraste has a short conference with his 
servant. That is all the ifirst act. In the second, 
Albert declares his love to Agathe, and Eraste intro- 
duces himself. Crispin is ther» in his pretended charac- 
ter of chemist. Agathe becomes mad suddenly, and 
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comes in dressed as Scaramouche, playing a guitar, and 
singing, though Albert only half believes in the impos- 
ture. She slips a letter into the hand of Eraste, en- 
treating him to carry her off. In the third act Agathe 
appears first as an old woman, then as a dragoon. Crispin 
declares that the only Avay to cure her is to transfer the 
madness to another person. He transfers it, by magic, 
to Eraste, who immediately draws his sword and 
threatens Albert. Albert flees from the madman : the 
lovers make haste to escape in the opposite direction, 
and when Albert timidly returns he finds them gone. 

Well — that is all. A plot so very likely to happen in 
real life ; quite simple, tooi It makes three acts, the live- 
liest possible ; and one can quite understand the plea- 
sure with which the jealousy of the guardian, the pert- 
ness of the maid, the impudence of the valet, the cool- 
ness of the lover, and the subtlety of the young lady 
would be received. Ami you have just these five cha- 
racters, each j)erfect, and each having its own full share 
of the piece. 

Regnard wrote some seventeen such pieces, every 
one of which, impossible as all arc, may be read with 
pleasure. He died at the age of fifty-five, being killed, 
according to one account, by taking medicines too 
powerful, after over-eating himself. “ Qui nc se plait 
point a Regnard,” said Voltaire, “ n’est pas digne 
d’admirer Moliere.” Which judgment will serve us 
for his ejutaph. 
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Alas ! poor shepherd . — As You Lihe It. 

T is the fate of some writers to be remem- 
bered by a single piece, that of most not 
to be remembcre3 at all. So that Gressct, 
whose literary baggage consists of trage- 
dies, comedies, and verses of all kihds, may 
be considered Ibrtunate, inasmuch as the world yet reads 
one of his poems, his first and best. It is a whimsical, 
absurd, extravagant, mirthful little poem, all about nuns 
and their ways, full of the innocent babble, the ex- 
travagant trifling, of the sisters, shut up with nothing to 
think about but the little gossip, all about nothing, of the 
convent. This wonderful production was the work of a 
serious and sober youngpro/mewr entirely given up to his 
work of teaching, never seen in society, of studious and 
silent life, and selected for the scholastic profession by the 
Jesuits his masters, because he was so quiet, so good, so 
doux. And yet, -at the age of twenty-five, when the first 
hot youth had been passed without a sin, and all seemed 
to promise a sober manhood devoted to Latin grammar, 
this young man, forsaking the traditions of his youth. 
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must needs write and print “ Ver-Vert.” Worse than 
that, three editions followed each other in rapid succes- 
sion, and all France began to talk of the young pro- 
fesseur who knew the ways of the nuns so well, and 
could, rhyme about them so glibly. The Jesuits, 
alarmed at the gaiety of the verse, and unable to see 
anything to laugh at in nuns, sent the offender for a 
term to La Fleche. After a brief exile, he returned to 
Paris, where he brought out his “ Chartreuse,” a long 
account of a garret in a college, with rambling remarks 
upon everything, remarks that tumble headlong from 
the poet’s brain, not original, not striking, and certainly 
not calculated to do any harm to even a child. But 
the order were scandalized, and took up the matter 
seriously. It is truly difficult to fathom the delicacy of 
the ecclesiastical mind. For when the lady superior 
of the Visitation nuns found the following lines in “ Ver- 
Vert”— 

Dosir do fille est un feu qui devore, 

Dosir de nonne est cent fois pis encore — 

she made a grand state affair of it, and wrote to her 
brother, a man in high place. He complained to the 
Jesuit superiors, and Cardinal Fleury wrote to the 
lieutenant of police on the subject: — 

Here is a letter from the Pore de Linyeres, on the subject of the 
young man whoso three little works you have sent me. That 
about the parrot is extremely pretty, and much superior to the 
other two ; but it is libertine in tone, and will certainly give 
trouble to the Jesuits if they do not take care. AM the young 
fellow’s talent seems turned to the side of license, and such geniuses 
never get corrected. The best plan would be to expel him from 
the society. 

Poor Gresset ! — all his talents devoted to licentious 
writing ! And he so religious, and “ Ver-Vert so inno- 
cent. The libertine tone is almost, save for a touch 
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here and a touch there, what might have been written 
by any sprightly young girl. It sometimes apjwoachcs 
dangerously near to things ditficiilt to handle . . . W'o 
{ire almost among the breakers — ^but sec, a turn, !i break 
in the sense, the slightest possible smile, the least little 
light in the eye, such as girls use to convey their little 
shades of meaning, and we arc sailing away {igain in the 
open, free from slioals and far from the dangers of the 
reef. Libertine ? The* cardinal is really too severe. 
But it makes one reflect on the admirable freedom of 
the press, the faithful rejiresentation of human life, the 
perfect innocence of mirth, and the abundant material 
for it, which we should have did the priests, those 
himbs of uncompromising virtue, command the right of 
publication. 

And thus Gresset was expelled the order of the 
Jesuits. • He had l)een in the society all liis life, and lie 
was afraid of that cold world without, into which he had 
never ventured. He took off the Jesuits’ robe, laid it 
down Avith a sigh, and ivent out of his college crying. 
He was but a child, as guileless as any min ; as ignorant 
of the ways of men ; as innocent of tlieir ambitions. 
Presently he went into the salons of I’aris, looked 
round him, reflected, observed, and wrote his comedy 
of “ Le Mdchant. ” 

It Avas the second literary event in his life ; and it 
marks the second period of his education. But it stamps 
him with the brand of mediocrity. He is second-rate. 
And though the comedy brought him into the French 
Academy, got him pensions, and increased his reputa- 
tion, it could not live. But he Avent on to write more 
dramas, and to pour out A’^erses Avith a fatal facility ; he 
never had the least control over his pen, and noAV that 
the “ first s^irightly running ” was over, and there Avere 
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only the loos of thought left, his lines are tiresome and 
feeble indeed. 

But presently he grew weary of Paris and the 
salons, and began to sigh for a country life. More- 
over, albeit expelled from the society of the Jesuits, 
he was a man in whom the religious sentiment was too 
strong to ])crmit the attractions of Parisian life. He 
had pensions to the amount of teii thousand francs a 
year, and with this income; he retired to his native town 
of Amiens, wluire he married and livejd in the practice 
of redigious duties for the last thirty years of his life, 
from time to time going u]) to Paris. Presently his re- 
ligious ])rejudices received a grievous stimulus. Do 
you know the wretched story of La Barre? Let me 
recal it, for it is good to remind ourselves what the 
sacerdotal sjui'it always has been and always is. He 
was a young gentleman not twenty years of age, gr.and- 
son of a greatly distinguished French general. His father 
having dissipated all his fortune, the boy was placed 
under the charge of an aunt. Abbess of Villancourt, who 
brought him up and, when he was nineteen years of 
age, solicited for him a commission in a cavalry regi- 
ment, which would have; been granted in acknowledge- 
ment of his grandfather’s services, but for the miserable 
events which ha])pencd. There was a certain Duval de 
Sarcourt, a man at the time»already sixty years of age, 
Avho took it into his wicked old head to fall in love with 
the abbess. His suit was treated with contempt, and 
young La Barre taking up the cudgels for his aunt, did 
all in his power to make De Sarcourt ridiculous. There- 
upon, the latter conceived the idea of revenge. He 
learned, to his gr(;at delight, that a year before. La Barre 
with another boy of the same ago, named D’Etalonde, 
had actually being guilty of the crime of remaining 
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uncoveml, -whether hy {iccklent or not is uncertain, 
dui’ing a certain religious ])roce8sion. This was ac- 
tually (ill that the poor hoi/s had done. He made himsell’ 
the denouncer to justice of this horrible crime, ]>ainting 
it in the. blackest colours of blas])h(‘m 3 ' and atheism. 
Chance lent him another weapon. The bran new ci'oss, 
just ]mt up on the bridge of Abbeville, was found muti- 
lated. T)c Saz’court accused La Barre and D’Ltalonde 
of having done this as well. He raked up, besides, all 
the past history, such as it had been, of the. tAvo lads, 
and finding that thc-.y had once .siing certain light verses 
at a supper, added this to the tAvo other crimes. Then 
came the Bishop Dorleans de la Mott(!, Avhora Gresscit 
called dignitate darns .ipii’tate darior. He had been a good 
man. During the Avhole of a long life he had bi'.en a 
model of eA^eiy Christian virtue. But the crime that h(! 
was about to commit robbed him of all title to I’espect. 
For he joined in the cry and issued admonitions to his 
flock, Avhich had the ellect of turning Avondt^r into fury 
.and of fanning into a raging fire the smouldering (!m])ers 
of fanaticism. De Sarcoxirt pushed on the case, fore(!d 
the magistr.ates to take it up, and taking every adAaintage 
that the bigotry of the people, roused by their bishop, 
lent him, brought evidence from all side s, and succeeded 
in having the boys tried. When the evidence Avas col- 
lected, his OAvn son was found implicated in the tAvo- 
penny business of a few young men’s frivolities. He 
made him escape, and pushed on the matter to the end. 
The tribunal of Abbeville, Avisc and excellent magis- 
trates, found the two guilty. They Avere sentenced to 
have their right hands cut off, their tongues cut out at 
the roots, and then to be burned alive. D’Etalonde es- 
caped to Priissia, where Voltaire got him a^ommission 
in Frederick’s army. He, at least, Avould henceforth 
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cherish a lively remembrance of ecclesiastical charity. 
As I’or La liarre, he was not so fortunate. He Avas put 
to th(! torture, but conl’essed nothing. Then his friends 
got the punishment commuted. He was to be beheaded 
l)eforc being burned, and he was spared the agony of 
mutilation. 'Fhey brought him to the place of execu- 
tion, this hapless boy, his limbs twisted and racked by 
the. torture, but his spirit unbroken. On his breast 
they placed a placard, calling him “ impious, blasphe- 
mous, Hiicrilegious, execrable.” His last words expressed 
a sort of confused Avonder that he should suffer so much 
for having done so little. “ I did not think,” he said, 
“ that tht!y could put a young gentleman to death for 
such a trifle.” So He Sarcourt was avenged. That 
is, lie was still ridiculous as regards the love matter — as 
he always had been-- and now he was infamous as well. 
As for the bishop, it is pleasant to read that the last 
years of his life were tortured and agonized by the 
constant sjiectacli'. of that unhapjiy boy and the memory 
of th<^ part he had taken. Voltaire wrote a burning 
account of thi; whole business. But neither infamy 
nor remorse nor indignation could bring back to life 
poor young La Barre. 

It was only a hundred years ago. The boys had re- 
mained covered while the Capuchin monks carried some 
mediawul trumpery in ])rocession. Only a hundred 
yi'-ars ago. Let us thank Gon for the French Revo- 
lution ! 

As for Gresset, the lesson was not lost on him. He 
thought of his tAvo lines in “ Ver-Vert,” and trembled. 
He fell into an abject terror. If these things were done 
in the green tree, Avhat should be done in the dry? — 

Dcsir (le fille ost un feu qui d6vore, 

Desir de nonno ost cent fois pis encore. 
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If La Barre were ’tortured, strangled, and burned for 
not taking off his hat to a file of greasy monks, what 
should be done .to him for those appalling lines ? 

Desir de nonno .... 

He resolved what he would do — safety lieforc every- 
thing. Let honour, self-respect, consideration for his 
reputation, all go to the winds. The sinner would save 
his body alive. Any humiliation was better than the very 
disagreeable quart (Vheure necessarily spent in getting 
burned, a thing impossible to be hurried over. lie wrote 
an abjuration to the bisho]) of his title of dramatic author, 
professed his unfeigned regret for having written verses 
so light, asked jiardon of the Virgin Mary lor his worldly 
cojxiedies, and then sat down relieved and hap2)y. ITron 
and Voltaire woto ejngrams on his convei*sion. But 
that mattered little. Said Voltaire; — 

Gresset, done du double privik%e 
D’etre au college un bel-csprit mondain 
Et dans le moiide un homme de college, 

Gresset, devot, jadis petit badin, 

Saiictitie par ses palinodios, 

Enfin pretend avoir componction 
Qu’il compos^, jadifi des comedies, 

Dont a la Viorge il demaiido pardon ; 

Gresset sc trompc : il n’est pas si coupable : 

Un vers heuroux et d’un ton agreablo 
Ne sufiit pas : il faut do Taction, 

De Tintcret, du comique, du fable, 

Des moours du temps un portrait veritable, 

Pour consommer cotte cjouvre du demon. 

Gresset has no. more history. Henceforth he is a 
cagot, an abject slave to the priests, a grovelling observer 
of outward* rites and ceremonies, trembling lest a Pater 
should be omitted, careful to obey in the smallest par- 
ticulars. Let us read his “ Ver-Vert.” 
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At Nevors once, not long ago, 

The pot of certaiii sisters there, 
Flourislieci a parrot., one so fair. 

So trained in all a bird can know, * 

As to deserve a bettor fate. 

Did liappincss on merit wait. 

Yer-Vcrt, such was the parrot’s name, 
Y(mng yet, and innocent of wrong. 
Transplanted from some Indian stream, 
Was placed these; cloistered nuns among. 
Jb*ight-hucd was he, and gay, but sage; 
Frank, as ])erit.ted childhood’s age, 

And free from evil thought or word: 

In sliort he was the very bird 
I\) choose for such a sacred cage. 

Needs not to tell what love he won. 

What cares received, from every nun ; 

Ilow, next to the confessor, he 
Jieigned in cac*h heart; and iJiougli it be 
Sinful to weakness to succumb, 

Yer-Yert the bird was first with some. 

II(; sliared in tliese serene retreats 
The sirups, jellies, and the sweeis 
Made by the sisters to exc^ito 
’fhe holy father’s appetite. 

I\>r him ’twas free to do or say 
W hate’er he pleased — ’twas still his way. 
No cii'clo could be pleasant whore 
sphere was not in the midst Yer-Yert, 

To whistle, (ihirrup, sing, and fly ; 

And all the while with modesty, 

.1 ust like a novice, timid yet, 

And ever fearful to forget; 

Never, unciuestioncd, silence broke, 

Yet answered all, though twenty spoke ; 
Just as great Ca>sar, between whiles, 
Wr<.>te all at once five different styles. 

At night his pleasure was to roam 
From one to other for a home ; 
ibippy, t oo happy, w^as the nun 
Whose cell his wayward choice had woiif 
J lo wandered here and wandered there, ^ 
But, truth to say, ’twas very rare 
That fancy led him to the coll 
Where any anoient dame might dwell. 
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No, rather would his choice be laid 
Where some young sister^s couch was made ; 
There would he sleep the long night through, 
Till daylight broke and slumbers flew ; 

And then, so privileged and free, 

The sister’s first toilette might see. 

Toilette I say, but whisper low, 

Somewhere I’ve read, but do not know. 

Nuns’ mirrors must be quite as true 
As, ladies, is required for you ; 

And, just as fashion in the world 
Must here be fringed and there be curled, 

So also in the simple part 

Of veils and bands there lies an art ; 

For that light throng of frivolous imps 
Wlio scale o’er walls and creep through ha 
Can give to stiffest veils and gimps 
A grace that satin never wears. 

Of* course you guess, at such a school, 
Ver-Vert, by parrot’s instinct-rule, 

Jllndowed with speech, his ladies took 
For pattern ; and, except at meat. 

When all the nuns in silence eat, 

Talked fast and long, and like a book. 

Ho was not, mark, one of these light 
And worldly birds, corrupted quite 
By secular concerns, .and who 
Know mundane follies through and through ; 

Ver-Vert was piously inclined ; 

A fair soul led by innocence, 

Unsullied his intelligence. 

No rude words lingered in his mind. 

But then he know each canticle, 

Or&mus^ and the colloquies. 

His Benedicite said well, 

The Notre mere, and charities. 

Instructed still, he grows more wise, 

The pupil with the teacher vies ; 

He imitates their very tones, 

The softened notes, the pious groans. 

The long-drawn sighs, by which they prove 
How they adore, and how they love ; 

And knows at length — a holy part — 

The Breviary all by heart. 
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Btrt fame is full of perils ; well 
In lowly lot obscure to dwell. 

Success too great, without reverse, 

Oft makes the moral nature worse. 

Thy name, immortal parrot, spread 
Still wider, till by sad fate led, 

It reached as far as Nantes. Hero stood 
The cliief house of the sisterhood. 

Now not the last, as might be guessed, 

Are nuns to hear of what goes on ; 

And chattering still, like all the rest, 

Of whal- was said ajid what was done, 

They hoard of Ver-Vert, wondered much, 
They talked and envied, talked and sighed 
(Great though his powers, his virtues su(;h, 
Had been by rumour inagnitied), 

Till last a common longing fell 
On all alike this miracle 

Tliernsclves to see. A girl’s desire 
Is like a flame that leaps and burns ; 

But ah ! a flercer, brighter lire, 

Is when a nun with longing yearns. 

To Nevers fly all hearts ; of nought 
But Ver-Vort can the convent think. 

Could he — ah ! could he here bo brought ! 
The Loire is swift ; ships do not sink. 

Oh ! bid him come, if but to show 
For one day what a bird can know. 

They write to Nevers ; then, how long 
Before an answer ? Twelve whole days ? 

So long ? So far ? Alas ! ’tis wrong. 

Wo sleep no more; pale every face, 

And sister Cccile wastes apace. 

* * * * 

On board the bark that on the wave 
Boro Ver-Vert from his patrons’ care 
Were three lair nymphs, two soldiers bravo, 

A nurse, a monk, a Gascon pair. 

Strange company and sad, T ween, 

For Ver-Vert, best of pious birds. 

Innocent quite of what might mean 

Their s*trange garb and their stranger words, 
He listened, ’mazed at first. The stylo 
Was new, and yet the words were old. 

It was not gospel, truly ; while 
The jokes they made, the tales they told, 
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Wore marked by absence of those sweet 
Ejaculations, vows, and prayers, 

Which tJiey would make and he repeat. 

No Christian words are these he hears. 

The bold dragoons with barrack slang 
Confused his head and turned his brain ; 

To unknown deities they sang 
In quite an unaccustomed strain. 

The Gascons and the ladies three 
Conversed in language odd but free ; 

The boatmen all in chorus swore 
Oaths never heard by him before. 

And, sad and glum, Ver-Vert sat still 
In silence, though against his will. 

But presently the bird they spy, 

And for their own diversion try 
To make him talk. The monk begins 
With some light questions on his sins ; 
Ver-Vert looks up, and with a sigh, 

“ Ave ! my sister,’^ makes reply : 

And as they roar with laughter long 
Suspects, somehow, he’s answered wrong. 
Proud was his spirit, until then 
Unchecked by scoff of vulgjir men ; 

And so he could not brook to see 
liis words exposed to contumely. 

Alas ! with patience, Ver-Vert lost 
The first bloom of his innocence. 

That gone, how little did it cost 

To curse the nuns and thoif pretence 
To teach him French ? well might they laugh, 
The nuns, he found, had left out half — 

The half, too, most for beauty made, 

The nervous tone, the delicate shade ; 

To learn this half — the better lore — 

Ho speaks but little, thinks the more. 

At first the parrot, so far wise, 

Perceives that all he leamejd before, 

The chants, the hymns, the languid sighs, 
And all the lan^age of the nuns. 

Must be forgotten, and at once. 

In t'wo short days the task was done. 

And soldiers’ wit ’gainst prayer of nun. 

So fresh, so bright, so pleasant seemed, 

That in less time than could be dreamed 
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(Too soon youth lends itself to evil), 

Ho cursed and swore like any devil. 

By steps, the proverb says, we go 
From bad to worse, from sin to crime ; 

Yer-Vert reversed the rule, and so 
Served no noviciate’s tedious time. 
Full-fledged professor of all sin, 

Whato’er they said he marked within ; 
llsin their whole dictionary through. 

And all the wicked language knew ; 

Till one day, at an oath suppressed. 

He finished it, with swelling breast. 

Loud was the praise, great the applause ; 

Poor Ycr-Y ert proudly looked around, 
He, too, could speak by boatman’s laws, 

He, too, this glorious half had found. 
Then to his genius giving play. 

He cursed and swore the live-long day. 

Fatal example this, how pride 

Young hearts from heaven may turn aside. 

* ^ ^ 

The boat arrives, and at the stage 
A sister waits, to take the cage. 

Since the first letter sent, she sits 

With eyes turned over up the stream. 
And watching every sail that flits 
•Across the wave, each, in her dream, 

The bark that brings the saint Ver-Yert. 

Ho knew — corrupted bird — aright. 

By that half-opened eye, that bare 

And scanty dress, those gloves so white, 
The cross — by all these tokens good — 

He knew, he knew the sisterhood. 

Seeing her ^here, he trembled first, 

And then in undertones ho cursed, 

For much he feared, and much he sighed. 
Thinking that all the blasphemies 
In which ho took such joy and pride ^ 
Would change again to litanies. 

And then he shrieked ; she seized the cage. 
In vain he pecked in useless rage ; 

Bit the poor sister here and there, 

For still she bore him to his fate, 

Arrived within the convent gate, 

And told the advent of Vor-Vert, 
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The rumour ran. They ring the bells, 

The sisters troop from choir and cells : 

“ ^Tis he, my sister, come at last.” 

They fly, they run, the old forget 
The burden of the winters past ; 

Some who were never known hh yet 
To haste their steps, came running now 
All joyous, eager all, and bright, 

As happy as if Ver- Vert’s sight 
Released thorn all from convent vow. 

They see at last, and cannot tire, 

'J’hat form so full of youth and fire : 

For Ver- Vert, though now stooped in harm, 
Had not therefore become less fair ; 

That warlike eye, that dandy air, 

Lent him at least a novel charm. 

Ah, heaven ! why on a traitor’s face 
Waste all this beauty, all this grace ? 

The sisters, charmed with such a bird. 

Press round him, chattering all at once, 

As is the way, I’m told, with nuns ; 

That even thunder fell unheard. 

He during all the clatter sat, 

Deigning no word, or this, or that. 

Only with strange libertine gaze, 

Rolling his eyes from nun to nun. 

First scandal. Not without amaze, 

The holy ladies saw how one 
So pious, could so rudely stare. 

Then came the Prioress, and there 
First questioned him. For answer all, 
Disdainfully he spread his wings. 

Careless what horror might befall, 

•And thus replied to those poor things, 

“ Par le corbleu ! Lord ! Lord, what fools ! ” 
At this infringement of the rules 
Which mere politeness teaches, Fie, 

My dearest brother,” one began. 

In mocking' tones he made reply, 

Till cold her very life-blood ran. 

“ Great Heaven I Is this a sorcerer ? 

Is this the saintly praying bird 
They boast so much of at Nevers, 

Ver- Vert, of whom so much is heard? 
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Is this — ” Here Ver-Vert, sad to say, 

Took Tip the tale in his new way. 

He imitated first the young, 

The novices with chattering tongue ; 

Their babble and their little ways, 

Their yawning fits at4iines of praise* 

Then turning to the ancient ones, 

Whose virtues brought respect to Nantes, 
He'tnocked at large their nasal chants, 

Their coughs, their grumblings, and their groans. 
But wprse to follow. Filled with rage. 

He boat his wings, and bit the cage, 
lie thundered sacrilegious words 
Ne’er heard before from beak of birds ; 

All that he’d learned on board the ship 
Headlong from that corrupted lip 
Fell mid the crowd — words strange to see 
(Mostly beginning with a d) 

Hovered about his impious beak — 

The young nuns thought him talking Greek, 

Till with an oath so full, so round, 

That even the youngest understood. 

Ho ended. At the frightful sound 
Multivious fled the sisterhood. 

j|c :|c Xc He 

V^-Vert, replaced his cage within, 

The nuns resolved without delay 
To purge the place of heinous sin, 

And send the peccant bird away. 

The pilgrim asks for nought beside, 

He is proscribed, pronounced accurst, 

Guilty pronounced of having tried ^ 

The virtue of the nuns ; called worst 
Of parrots. All in order due 
Attest the truth of this decree, 

Yet weep that one so fair to view 
So very black of heart should be. 

He goes, by the same sister borne, 

But now with feelings changed and sad. 

Ver-Vert of all his honours shorn, 

Is yet resigned, and even glad. 

So is brought back to Nevers. Here, 

Alas ! alas ! new scandals come. 

Untaught by shame, untouched by fear, 

With wicked words he welcomes home. 
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To these kind ladies manifests, 

Reading the dreadful letter through, 

With boatmen’s oaths and soldiers’ jests, 

That all their sisters’ wrath was true. 

What steps to take ? Their cheeks are pale, 
Their senses over^elmed with grief. 

With mantles long, with double veil. 

In council high they seek relief. 

Nine ancient nuns the conclave make-^ 

Nine centuries assembled seem — 

Here without hope for old love’s sake, 

Far from the girls whose eyes would stream 
At thought of hurting him, the bird, 

Chained to his perch, is duly heard. 

No good he has to say. They vote. 

Two sibyls write the fatal word 
Of death ; and two, more kindly taught. 
Propose to send him back again 
To that profane stream whence he came, 
Brought by a Brahmin. These in vain — 

The rest resolve, in common sense, 

Two months of total abstinence. 

Three of retreat, of silence four — 

Garden and biscuits, board and bed, 

And play — shall be prohibited. 

Nor this the whole ; in all the space 
Forbidden to see a pretty face. 

A jailer harsh, a guardian grim, 

With greatest care they chose for him. 

The oldest, ugliest, sourest nun. 

An ape in veils, a skeleton. 

Bent double with her eighty years — 

Would move the hardest sinner’s tears. 

So passed Ver-Vert his term ; in spite 
Of all his jailor’s jealous care, 

The sisters gave him some delight, 

And now and then improved his fare. 

But chained and caged, in dungeon fast, 

Bitter the sweetest almonds taste. 

Taught by his sufferings to be wise. 

Touched, may be, by their tearful eyes, 

The contrite parrot tries to turn 

Repentant thoughts from things of ill ; 
Gives all his mind again to learn, 

Recovers soon his ancient skill, 
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And shows as pious as a dean. 

Sure the conversion is not feigned, 

The ancient conclave jneet again, 

And to his prison put an end. 

Oh ! happy day when Yer-Vert, free, 
Returns the sisters’ pit to be. 

A real fSte, a day of joy, 

With no vexation, no annoy, 

Each moment given up to mirth, 

And all by love together bound. 

But ah ! the fleeting joy of earth, 

Unstable, untrustworthy found. 

The songs, and chants, and joyful hours, 
The dormitory wreathed with flowers, 

Full liberty, a tumult sweet. 

And nothing, nothing that could tell 
Of sorrow hiding ’neath their feet, 

Of death advancing to their cell. 

Passing too quick from diet rude, 

From plain dry bread to richer food, 

With sugar tempted, crammed with sweets, 
Tempted with almonds and such meats, 
Poor Vor-Vert feels his roses change 
Into the cypress dark and strange. 

He droops, he sinks. In vain they try 
By every art to stave off fate. 

Their very love makes Yer-Yert worse, 
Their cares his death accelerate, 

Yictim of love, of love he tires, 

And with a few last words expires... 

These last words, very hard to hear, 

Yain consolation, pious were. 




Chapter XVIII. 

CARON DE BEAUMARCHAIS.— A DRAMA. 

He that has but impudence 
To all things has a fair pretence ; 

And, put among his wants but shame, 

To all the world may make his claim. 

Act 1. 

N .advcnturor of the last century had a 
choice between many roads, all of which 
might lead to fortune. He could become 
a financi(!r like Law and Duvernay-Paris ; 
or a gambler, like Casanova; or a littera- 
teur^ like Bernardin de Saint-Pierre; or a charlatan, 
like Cagliostro. Caron de Beaumarchais chose <41 these 
roads; he was financier, gambler, author; he gave to 
the character of adventurer a universality that it lacked 
before ; he was the grandest, as he was the last, of his* 
tribe. 

Remark, to begin v^ith, that an adventurer has notonly 
to dare greatly, but to pretend greatly. If he is a bour- 
geois^ he pretends to be a noble-; if needy, he pretends to 
be wealthy ; if of dissolute habits, he affects the highest 
morality. The one grand rule of his life is the advance- 
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ment of his own interests. Many men lay down this rule ; 
few have the courage so to disregard modesty, friendship, 
honour, and self-respect, as* to abide by it; fewer still 
have the audacity at the outset of self-assertion. For 
this is, after all, the greatest clement in success. You 
must not only believe in yourself (any poor broken- 
down drudge can do so much), but you must also make 
the world believe in you. And 1 recommend this 
faithful, history of Beaumarchais as a perfect exemplar 
to penniless and ambitious youths, a pattern of what 
an adventurer ought to be. He is styled by the great 
nickname-giver, Carlyle, a “ withered music-master,” 
the period selected for the nickname being that when 
he was winning his great cause. No epithet could be 
more unfortunate, because, in the first place, Beaumar- 
chais was then only forty,* and did not wither early, but 
quite the contrary; and in the second place, he never 
was a miisic-mastcr at all. 

The life of Pierre-Augustin Caron, which divides itself 
naturally into three acts and some eight tableaux^ began 
at Paris in 1732, his father being a watchmaker. There 
were six children, five of them girls, all clever, sprightly, 
fond of literary trifling, and passionately fond of their 
only brother. He had no other education than that of 
a private school, which he left at the ago of thirteen, 
having acquired little beside the art of penmanship, a 
taste for literature, and a certain precocious facility in 
• the manufacture of verses. So early as Jjhis, too, did 
he begin to feel that fatal passion which was destined 
to bring him into so many scrapes. He fell in love, was 
received coldly, and threatened to commit suicide, con- 
senting to live only on the supplications of all his sisters 
toother. Apprenticed to his father, we hear rumours 
of late hours and extravagance, for which he Vas exiled 
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for a space from the paternal roof. Then, on promise 
of amendment, he returned to be the industrious aj)- 
prentice. And then for six or seven years hard and 
persevering work at the mystei*y of watchmaking, his 
only recreations being to write verses, practise music, 
and get up little theatrical entertainments with his 
sisters. Industry was rewarded, for at the age. of 
twenty-one the young fellow invented a new escape- 
ment in the construction of watches, the first and 
most creditable event in his life. The history of this 
man is a series of grand effects, like a firework display. 
Just as you think it is finished, bang goes another 
rocket, and the next moment the whole sky is lit up 
with the splendour of a fire cascade. As soon as young 
Caron’s invention became known it was imitated, and 
the discovery claimed by a rival watchmaker. Pier re- 
Augustin wrote an indignant letter to the “Mercure,” 
the first of all his “ M^moires,” claiming his lights and 
demanding that the, Academy of Sciences should decide 
as to the real inventor. Everything is given to him 
who dares to ask. The Academy consented to inves- 
tigate the question, and decided in iavour of young Caron. 
He was then appointed “ watchmaker to the king,” 
made watches for all the royal family, took them to 
court, explained his novel escapement, and fairly, placed 
his foot on the lowest round of Fortune’s ladder. He 
was tall, shapely, of polished manners, not embarrassed 
by any mauvaise honte, bright-eyed, and with clear-cut 
features, full of gaiety and high spirits, in fact, a hand- 
some young fellow, and a complete coxcomb. A lady 
presently falls in love with him, the first of many ladies. 
She is the wife of a certain old M. Franquet, contrdleur- 
derc de V office de la maison du roi, thirty years of ^ge, 
and beautiful, so that when she took her watch to the 



886 


OABON BE BEAUMAB0HAI8. 


shop to be repaired, the young watchmaker begged 
permission to bring it home himself. He brought it, he 
called again, he made himself agreeable to M. Franquet, 
he became the friend of the house, and in a short time, 
the old clerk being desirous of repose, Caron bought his 
post at the cost of a small annuity, became by right of 
the situation a gentleman, and gave up the watchmaking 
trade. This was the second step in advance. Then, 
M. Franquet being good enough to die, Pierre- Augus- 
tin married his widow, and from some small estate of 
luirs assumed the name of Beaumarchais. But his wife 
too died a year afterwards, and the estate went to some- 
body else, so that he was left again with nothing but 
his new territorial name, which he retained, and his 
little post at court. 

It was then that he became known to the king’s 
daughters. These four ladies, whom Carlyle has quite 
needlessly held up to derision with the vulgar nick- 
names given them by their father, possessed great 
accomplishments, besides a considerable fond of good- 
nature. Madame Adelaide, for instance, was able to play 
every instrument that ever was invented. Music, indeed, 
in their monotonous lives, was their chief, if not their 
only pleasure. They heard of the young contrdleur-derc's 
musical abilities, and expressed a wish to hear him play 
the harp. He came; he touched his instrument, then 
newly introduced, with the skill of David, moved their 
hearts, and became their friend. Hencefopth he was the 
principal performer in the family concerts, which the 
princesses gave every^week, at which only the king, 
the queen, the dauphin, and a very few persons of the 
highest distinction, were invited to attend. Perhaps he 
gave himself airs in this court favour ; peiiiaps it was 
only envy thatlnspired the lively hatred with which he 
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was regarded by the courtiers generally. One of them 
once stopped him coming from the princesses in all the. 
bravery of his new court suit, and handing him his 
watch begged that he would look at it. “ Monsieur,” 
said young Beaumarchais, “I am sorry to say that 
since I have given up the trade I am become exceed- 
ingly maladroit ” — thereon dropping the watch on the 
floor. “ I told you so.” This kind of persecution is 
quite easy and simple ; effective, too, for though one may 
laugh it off, it has its sting, and no butterfly cares to be 
reminded that he was once a grub. There was only 
one way to stop it, and Beaumarchais, in 8i)ite of strict 
laws against duelling, challenged one of his jxirsecutors, 
fought him, and ran him through the body. The gallant 
young chevalier his advi^rsary died, refusing, gentle- 
man as he was, to name the man who had killed him. 
Beaumarchais told his princesses, who told the king, 
and Louis promised to overlook it unless it were legally 
brought before his notice. So the persecution ceased, 
Beaumarchais remaining about the princesses, fetching 
and carrying for them, playing the harp, and arranging 
their concerts. His father and sisters were in ecstasies 
at the splendour of his success. “ What have I done,” 
writes poor old Caron, proud and fond, “ that God 
should have given me such a son?”* Meantime the 
great and glorious son never forgot to send in his little 
bin for general services rendered to the princesses. 


‘ “ I think,” he goes on to say, “ that God can confer no greater 
favour on a father of virtue and sensiMi^ than to give him such a 

son In my intervals of suffering I have been reading 

‘ Grandison,’ and in hoiv many things did I find a real resemblance 
between Gnmdison and my son. Father of thy sisters, friend and 
benefactor of thy father ! If England, I saM to myself, has its 
Grandison, France has its Beaumarchais.” 
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Twenty years before this — we are now about 1760 — 
Voltaire made the discovery that a man must be either 
an anvil or a hammer. Paris-Duvernay made him the 
former. In the same way the same man made Beau- 
marchais, who never had the least taste for the role of 
anvil, also a hammer. It was in return for a favour 
Beaumarchais did for him. For M. Paris-Duvernay had 
established, the- Ecolc Militaire^ and now, after spemding 
ytiars of trouble over it, saw it drooping daily for want 
of royal patronage. Would Beaumarchais got the prin- 
cesses to visit the place? lie did. Not only that, but 
the princesses, at his instigation, persuaded the king to 
go too, and the Ecole Avas saved. It was in gratitude for 
this that Duvernay made Beaumarchais a financier, 
taught him, that is, his OAvn art of making a fortune 
out of nothing. Under his instinictions, and in part- 
nership Avith the old fox, the young one began the 
glorious game of shoddy contracts. To hedp himself 
in getting them, he bought the title of king’s secretary, 
Avhich gave him the rank of nobility, told his father to 
take his name off' the shopfront, and then, making a still 
higher bid, applied to be allowed to purchase a vacant 
post of Grand Ranger, A^alued at £20,000, Duvernay 
lending him the money, which was to be re])aid out of 
army contracts. But young Caron was getting on 
too fast, and the rangers rose as one man, protesting 
against his admission into their body. Beaumarchais 
made an unsuccessful attempt to overrule their oppo- 
sition, triumphantly proved that this ranger was the 
son of a barber, that of a wool-winder, a third of a 
second-hand jcAveller — all trades below the rank of the 
watch-making mystery; and then, for it was no time to 
hesitate at a fcAv falsehoods, declared that it was many 
years since his father gave up trade ; that he had an 
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uncle a chevalier of St.-Louis, and that his grandfather 
had been an officer of engineers — we never hear of 
these illustrious relations again. But it was no use, 
and he had to content himself with the , captaincy of 
the Warren of the Louvre, an office in which he exer- 
cised magisterial control over trcsj)asser8, fences, en- 
croachments, and poachers in the woods outside Paris. 

In the year 1764 he went to Madrid, nominally to 
visit a sister, really to look after certain projects. Du- 
vei;nay provided him Avith introductions, so that he was 
received at the embassy, and gave him letters of credit 
for 200,000 francs, which he was only to use for ad- 
vancing the schemes of plunder. These were many, 
and in the name of his partner and himself, Ibiaumar- 
chais proposed to the astonished Spanish government 
that they should grant him, first, exclusive rights of 
trade Avith Louisiana, next, the exclusive right of suj)- 
plying the Spanish colonies Avith 'negroes — he had Avrit- 
ten, only the year before, the most beautiful pamphlet 
possible on the evils of slavery; thirdly, that he should 
be authorized to colonize the Sierra Morena ; fourthly, 
he laid before them a plan by which Duvernay and Co. 
would undertake to victual the whole Spanish army; 
and lastly, half-a-dozen plans for advancing, in the 
niost disinterested manner, the cause of agriculture 
and commerce in Spain. Everything in this man is 
admirable ; but most admirable of all is the gra^eur 
of his schemes. He sticks at nothing. He will get 
slaves for a continent, victual an army, conduct the 
whole trade of a state.. Never was a man so versatile 
and so audacious. The Spanish government, taken 
aback at first by the quick-witted Frenchman, hardly 
knew what or how to refuse. Meantime he goes about 
among his great friends. Lord Rochford and others. 
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playing the guitar, telling stories, picking up Spanish 
melodies, laughing, gambling — he tells his father how 
careful he is not to lose, and how angry the Russian am- 
bassador is because he wins — and making love. And 
then, too, he has a little family business to arrange. One 
Clavijo, engaged to his sister, a milliner in Madrid, refused 
to keep his promise, and broke off the match. Beaumar- 
chais, not content with personally abusing the man, 
actually tried to make an affair of state about it, and, 
though it seems too absurd, even penetrated to the king’s 
presence with his complaints. Clavijo was dismissed 
his post, and the poor little milliner remained a maid. 

The Spanish negociations failed, Spain preferring to 
find her own negroes, to victual her own army, to 
colonize her own waste lands, and to carry on her own 
trade. So the discomfited financier retreated across the 
frontier, and without wasting time over laments, began 
new schemes of plunder and glory. It was at this 
period that he fell in love with the St. Domingo heiress. 
Patiline was charming : Pauline had a sugar estate worth 
two millions ; Pauline was ready to listen to his vows. 
The Courtship went on at fever-heat, until the lover 
madfe the fatal discovery that there was a mortgage to 
the full value of the estate. After that his ardour 
visibly declined, and his “levities,” as sister Julie 
charitably, called them, began again. Still, things might 
turn out well after all. Suppose that Pauline would 
wait till news could come from St. Donmgo? She 
consented to wait, but learning by degrees that her lover 
was not th| perfect being she once thought him, she 

listened to another, the ungrateful Chevalier de S , 

whom, sad to tell, Beaumarchais had brought to the 
hpuse for the express purpose of making love to Julie. 
One morning the perfidious pair quietly stole off to- 
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gether and got married. Beaumarchais flew into quite 
a vulgar rage, and after vowing a vengeance, never 
executed, against the bridegroom, sat down and — made 
out his bill, charges for time and money expended in 
the service of Mademoiselle Pauline. It came to 24,000 
francs, for the angry lover omitted nothing. Pauline 
gave him a written promise, but never paid anything, 
because in a short twelvemonth she was a penniless 
widow, and Beaumarchais had foi'gotten his rage, being 
in fact much too busy a man to sit down and brood 
over his wrath. It is only your sluggish-blooded crea- 
ture who nurses his anger and bides his time. Beau- 
marchais, once recovered from his very natural wrath, 
laughed, took himself off to new “ levities,” and forgot 
all about it. 

It was in 1765 that he came back from Spain, then 
thirty-two years of age, and it was in 1767 that he 
brought out his first piece at the ComeSdie Fran 9 ai 8 e, 
the “Eug4nie,” a dismal, lachrymose piece, dull and 
sentimental, for the author had not yet struck the real 
vein. The “ Dcxix Amis,” which followed, was no better. 
“ M. de Beaumarchais,” said Colfo, foixnder of the^Ca- 
veau, “has proved by this drama that he hals' neither 
genius, talent, or Avit.” Colfo was wrong. All that 
Beaumarchais had really proved was that t^re was 
neither genius, talent, or wit in either of the dramas he 
had yet produced. 

All this time, constant speculations, especially in the 
wood-cutting line, contracts, loans, love-making, and 
music. And in 1768- he married again, another widow, 
Madame Lev^ue, who brought him a large fortune. 
And here, with the wedding-bells, drops the curtain on 
the first act. Confess that he has done well. Bis 
name is on every lip ; he is rich vdth his wife’s income ; 
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'he is growing rich rapidly with his contracts and con- 
cessions; his irons are in a hundred fires; the watch- 
making past is clean gone out of sight and forgotten ; 
he is the most envied, the most successful man of his 
time. 

Act II. 

That would be an insipid play, where all the charac- 
ters were virtuous, all the incidents mere additions to 
existing happiness. In -this act the footlights are 
darkened, and while the sympathetic violoncello twangs, 
Beaumarchais performs his great part of the good man 
struggling with adversity. 

Old Paris-Duvernay died, leaving his money to a 
certain Count do la Blache,, his nephew, who hated 
Beaumarchais with a great and- solemn hatred. The 
partnership had already been dissolved, Duvemay giving 
Beaumarchais a receipt for a settlement in full of ac- 
counts, and a promissory note for 15,000 francs. La 
Blache, immediately on succeeding, brought an action 
setting, aside the s(!ttlement, and claiming the sum of 
139,000 fi*ancs. It does not appear that, there was the 
least shadow of justice in the claim, which was insti- 
tuted by a small-minded man to gratify personal and 
petty spite, and the court decided in favour of Beaumar- 
chais. Then the count appealed, and began to stir up 
the waters of bitterness by means of- pamphlets, which 
gave the affair its first importance. For p pamphle- 
teers asserted that more than money was at stake, that 
the -.civil would be followed by a criminal action for 
forgery. And when, at this time, Beaumarchais lost 
his wife and her fortune too in child-birth, these 
gentlemen drew public attention to the rapid deaths of 
old. Franquot himself, and of the two wives, more than 
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suggesting that Beaumarchais had poisoned all three. 
Everybody knows that mud will stick, whoever throws 
it, and Paris was quite prepared to hear, after this, 
what La Blache stated immediately afterwards, that 
Beaumarchais had been driven in disgrace from the 
presence of the princesses. Beaumarchais made here 
the one great mistake of his life, for he wrote to the 
Countess of P4rigord asking if she would get from the 
princesses one single wox’d to contradict this new 
calmuny. She answered that they had never said one 
word against his reputation. Beaumarchais imme- 
diately published a memoire, in Which he stated that 
he was “ authorized ” by the princesses to publish a 
contradiction to the statement. The princesstis,, angry 
at their names being thus brought into the aftair, 
gave La Blache a paper, saying, that they had no in- 
terest in M. Beaumarchais’ law-suit. This of course 
was published immediately. So that men began to 
look askance upon this spoiled child of Ibrtune ; there 
is no smoke without fire, and there might be truth in 
these insulting pamphlets. To make susjncions certainty 
there was wanting a tangible scandal. It was. furnished 
by his own folly. Mile. Mesnard, of the I’hb&tre 
Italien, was a young lady living under the protection 
of the Due de Chaulnes, a nobleman who was remark- 
able for the violence of his temper and his prodigious 
physical strength. Beaumarchais took to paying the 
young lady visits, and after some time the duke per- 
ceived that 'her affections were transferred to the new 
friend.' Scenes of violence, in which all 'but the 
strongest pieces of furniture were broken, followed the 
discovery, and the girl fled in terror to a convent. 
Thence, after writing to the duke that the rupture 
must be final, she went home and asked Beaumarchais 
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to visit her. He went, but first wrote a moral letter 
to the duke, assuring him of the virtuous sentiments 
under whose influence he was visiting the lady, and of 
the profound respect he entertained for her. It is very 
remarkable how all the letters written by this moralist 
produced an effxict exactly contrary to what was in- 
tended. For they exasi)erated the recipient beyond 
endurance. There is sometimes manifested, in some 
of th(i more gifted among us, a certain ostentation of su- 
perior intellect, morals, religion or physique^ which makes 
the humblest worm to wriggle in impotent wrath. And 
did any other man ever take away your mistress, and 
then tell you that his only object was to procure her 
happiness ? The Due de Chaulnes, sjjeechless with 
wrath, went into the country and raged for two months, 
until he could bear himself no longer, and came up 
resolved to kill the man. 

He Avent first to Mademoiselle Mesnard’s. There was 
Gudin, friend of Beaumarchais. He took poor Gudin 
by the throat, tore off his wig, cuffed him, and used 
very terrible language. Then he broke more furniture. 
Then he flung out of the house, down to the court of 
the Warren, where Beaumarchais Avas hearing cases, 
and bursting into the place, informed the judge that he 
was going to drink his blood. “ Have the goodness, M. 
le due,” said Beaumarchais, “ to wait till the day’s 
business is finished.” Then he went on with his work 
as slowly as he could, the duke pacing ba^wards and 
forwards outside, using disquieting threats. When 
Beaumarchais came out, and stepped into his coach, 
the duke followed him, and made the drive home 
pleasant by rude exhortations to prepare for death. 
Arrived at their destination, they went upstairs together. 
There Beaumarchais refused to fight, and called his 
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servants. The duke, mad with rage, went at his 
enemy with his fists, tearing out his hair, . kicking, 
scratching, and cursing. Then he drew his sword and 
ran a-muck among the servants, cutting off the coach- 
man’s nose, wounding the valet in the head, and the 
cook in the hand. 

Here was a pretty scandal ! — ;just, too, when it was all- 
important to have a blameless reputation. Beaumarchais 
was sent to the ])risGn of For I’Evt^ue; the duke was 
sent to Vincennes; and Mile. Mesnard ran back to 
her convent. “ I fortify myself,” she wrote, “ more and 
more in my resolution to accept the cloister as my lot.” 
Reading the letter over again, she added, as an after- 
thought, “ at least for a time.” 

She enjoyed her seclusion for a fortnight, and then 
came back to the world. Beaumarchais wrote a beautiful 
moral letter from his prison, rebuking her for leaving 
hers. Alas! he could not get out, though he wrote 
reams of mhnoires. They told him the best chance was 
to keep silence. As if Beaumarchais could ever keep 
silence. Why, the people might forget him. And when 
he did get out, he troubled himself no more about little 
Mesnard. It was the poor, impetuous duke who, the 
moment he left his prison, looked after the welfare of 
the girl who had deserted him. 

What a curious story it is ! The blameless Beaumar- 
chais, with Gudin the good, conspiring to rob another 
man of his mistress; the robbed one going into a royal 
court declaring his intention of killing the judge, no 
officer of the court pushing him out; then, because *he is 
a duke, cutting off a coachman’s nose, wounding a valet 
and a cook, and no one making any remarks; both par- 
ties sent to prison with the impartiality of a schoolmaster 
who flogs all round; and, funniest thing of all, the 
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retreat of the young lady, about whose character there 
could be no manner of doubt, to a convent, where she 
stays as long as she pleases, and then returns to her 
former life. It reminds one of Boisrobert’s visit to the 
Jesuits. 

And now, when his character is at its lowest ebb, 
when he is in prison, when his fortune is gone, the 
Parliament gives their decision in the lawsuit — against 
him — acting on the report furnished by Councillor 
Coczinan. Goezman: it, is the councillor whose wife 
he has bribed : a hundred louis and a gold watch worth 
as much for herself, with fifteen louis to bribe the coun- 
cillor’s secretary. Madame Goezman returas the watch 
and the hundred louis, and, on enquiry of the secretary, 
Beaumarchais ascertains that this injured official has 
had nothing at all. So he. first appeals for a third and 
last trial of the case, and then brings an action against 
the lady for fifteen louis. She began by denying the 
Avhole story. But the thing flew about and made a 
scandal, for it was impossible to doubt what had hap- 
jjened. Goezman got the go-between in the matter, 
but too late, to swear that his wife had indignantly 
refused all the oft'ers of Beaumarchais, and in his turn 
charged him with attempted bribery and slander. He 
was accused, remark, by one judge, the case to be tried 
by the other judges and with closed doors; and the 
interest of the judges was to maintain the honour of 
their own body. Then Beaumarchais showedrfbr the first 
time the real natxirc of his genius, and wrote his famous 
“ M^moires.” Wc must remember that as yet he had no 
established position. His fortune, all locked up in works 
and contracts, has only a paper existence ; his reputation, 
founded on the good opinion of the princesses, is already 
lost ; he has failed as a dramatist 5 he has made innii- 
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merable enemies ; he has no family interest. “ One of 
the things,” he says, “ that I have always studied, is 
the command of myself in important crises.” This is the 
most important in his life. Against him, all busily pour- 
ing out pam])hlets, are arranged Goezman, La Blache, 
Murin of the “ Gazette de France,” d’Afnaut-Baculard 
the novelist, Bertrand the banker; all the judges of the 
new parliament ; and all Paris, prejudiced by the late 
scandals. With him, Gudin the faithful, to find the 
Latin; Falconnet, an avocat, to find the law; brothers- 
in-law, Morin and Ldpine; and abdvt; all, Julie the 
witty, Julie the satirical, Julie who coiild stab with a 
sarcasm and kill with a mot. To these; faithful friends 
the hero brings his “Mdmoircs” in thorough; by them 
they are forged and hammered and cut into shape,* till 
they are as deadly as so many torpedoes; and then 
they are launched at the enemy. Remember that these 
“M^moires,” on which Beaumarchais must chiefly rest his 
claims, form a sort of literature of their OAvn. Nothing 
like them before or since. Clear and incisive, witty, 
ironical, satirical, and straight to the point. During the 
whole case they continue, always ke.ejung before the 
people the names of Goezman and La Blache, but care- 
ful to throw into their pages all sorts of other things. 
Thus, there are passages on public and private rights, 
arguments on law, views of history, even a dissertation 
on baptism. All this fuss aboiit fifteen louis! And 
then Beaumarchais, rising to a dazzling moral height, 
lays his hand upon his heart and says : “ I am a citizen. 
I am neither an abb6, nor a courtier, nor a gentleman,* 
nor a favourite, nor anything as we call jmwer now-a- 

> In another place he says that he is a gentleman by indisputable 
right, /or he has Tce^i the receipt. 
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days. I am a citizen : that is something new, unheard- 
of in France. I am a citizen, which you should have 
been two hundred years ago, which you shall be, per- 
haps, in twenty years.” So posing for a moment in 
seriousness, he breaks off into a laugh, and carries on 
the gaiety. The applause is deafening. Citizen Beau- 
marchais ! The title which he assumed with so grand 
a flourish, was destined to live, and in less than twenty 
years all would indeed be citizens. Paris screamed with 
delight at the “ M<imoires.” All Europe read them. In 
his quiet retreat at Ferney, Voltaire grew jealous of 
their reputation. “ They exhibit esp'it,” he said, “ but 
I think that more was required to write ‘ Zaire.’ ” 

All this fracas about fifteen louis, while it delighted 
the* Parisians, drove the Goezman party mad, and made 
the author popular, was the most delightful time pro- 
bably that Beaumarchais evtsr had. “La vari4t4,” he says, 
“des peines et des plaisirs, des craintes et des espe- 
ranccs, est le vent frais qui met le navire en branle et le 
fait avancer gaiement datis sa route.” 

The excitement grew daily greattir. Beaumarchais 
had ])la 5 'ed a dangerous game indeed. lie had made the 
new formed j)arliament ridiculous, and the new formed 
parliament was to try his case : only public opinion was 
on his side. It came on at last, and after an angry dis- 
cussion of three hotirs, during Avhich the people waited 
outside, they gave their judgment. It was a compromise. 
Madame Goezman was condemned to the^^penalty of 
“ blame,” and ordered to give back the fifteen louis. 

Her husband was placed out of court,^ a sentence 


* Ghjeisman retired into the country, and lived for twenty years 
in quiet and obscurity, angry with the world and himself. Then 
the fiiends of Bobespierre discovered that he was an “ enemy of 
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which obliged him to resign. Beaumarchais was also 
judged to have incurred the penalty of “ blame.” 

This penalty was no light matter. It rendered the 
condemned incapable of holding any public post, and 
he had to receive the sentence on his knees. “ The 
court blames thee, and renders thee infamous.” 

The hero of the M^moires always declared afterwards 
that he intended to kill himself had the court condemned 
him to the pillory. He did not know his own mind so 
weU as we know it. He would have stood in the jullory, 
his friends, now all Paris, standing bareheaded at his feet. 
The pillory? It would have been the most glorious, 
the most intoxicating moment of his life. Not a single 
dead cat, not one rotten egg would have been thrown. 
Nothing but the sighs of women, the shouts of -pa- 
triots, and the richest flowers, would have been dis- 
charged at that noble martyr. To be sure he had tried 
to bribe a judge, but what was that? had he not made 
all Paris laugh for a twdvemonth? had he not made 
the new parliament contemptible? had he not been the 
occasion of a thousand ei>igrams, bom-mots and good 
stories ? I have always been exceedingly sorry, in my 
zeal for my hero’s reputation, that he was not put in the 
pillory, 

As it was, he was “ infamous.” But all Paris called 
upon the infamous man : the Prince de Conti and the 
Duke de Chartres gave him a grand f^te the day after 
the judgment. * Said policeman Sartines, reprovingly, 
“ It is not enough for you to be infamous, you must 
also be modest,” as if Beaumarchais covM, be modest j 
as if the leopard could change its spots. 

the people,” and cut off the poor old man’s head. He might have 
met some of the Beaumarchais family in prison at the same time. 
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But two or three things h^ve still to be ettected. 
He must get restitution of civil riglifs, he must get the 
La Blache suit decided in his favour, and he must 
make some more money; ' Court influence is necessary 
for all three. So Beaumarchais changes his dress and 
appears before us in his hew and surprising character 
of Mouchard. Yes, the great man becomes a spy and 
secret agent. 

There was a certain scoundrel in London, of the 
threatening-letter tribe, who was scaring Madame du 
Barry out ol‘ her wits. Tins early days of Du Barry were, 
as every out! knows, remarkable for a certain frolicsome 
gaiety, unrestrained by the ])rudish sobriety which 
marks the conduct of some young ladies. M. Th^venau 
de Morande had possessed himsell’ of all the facts con- 
nected with her life, and now proposed to publish them 
for the admfration of the Avorld, unless . . . the usual 
conclusion. Louis sent over certain police agents, who 
were instructed to seize him secretly and bring him 
across the Channel. De Morande got a hint of what was 
intended, saw them land at London Bridge, and pointed 
them out to the boatmen as French spies and informers, 
whereupon they were all thrown into the river. Those 
who were not drowned went home again at once,, recom- 
mending another and a safer method. Beaumarchais had 
an invitation to try what could be done. Disguising 
himself carefully (there was not the least reason for any 
disguise), he w(mt over and bought up the hoik, seeing all 
the sheets carefully burned, at the scoundrel’s own price, 
£800 doAvn, and a pension of £160 a year. Then he 
hurried back triumphant. “ Hiad your Majesty confided 
the conduct of this case to any ordinary practitioner. 
Heaven knows what the consequences might have been.” 
Louis promised the restitution of the civil rights, and 
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but for that fatal imallppx, which gave' France a six- 
teenth Louis, all wouM'have been well. 

But there was another — libeller, this time, on Marie- 
Antoinette. More disguise, more buying-up and burn- 
ing of sheets. Only this time the libeller, a man of small 
moral principle, concealed one copy. Beaumarchais 
chased him all across Europe, caught him up at Nurem- 
berg, tore the copy from him, and then dashed down 
the Danube, presenting himself before the Empress of 
Vienna, breathless, gesticulating rapidly, calling on 
heaven and earth to witness his zeal. “ All this about 
a twopenny libel ? ” asked the Empress. “ Go, my poor 
man; you must be mad : get yourself bled.” So they 
locked him up for a month, taking away all dangerous 
instruments, and insisting on strong medicines, with 
blood-letting. When they let him out he returned to 
Paris, trying to look as if he had not made an ass of 
himself, and consoling himself by sending in his little 
bill of £2,880 for posting expenses. 

One more trial of his loyalty. This was the case of 
the Chevalier d’Eu, who, everybody knows now, was 
not a woman at all. Why Beaumarchais was sent to 
him, what all the fuss was about, why the chevalier 
should have mystified everybody (he pretended to fall 
in love with Beaumarchais, who was hugely pleased 
and pretended to be embarrassed with his conquest) ; 
why he deserved a pension ; why the king insisted on 
his returning to Paris — ^all these are questions perfectly 
impossible to answer. iB^umarchais succeeded — ^that 
is, he persuaded a poor m'an to receive an annual in- 
come for doing nothing — and then came back to pro- 
claim his admirable talents as a negotiator. These 
three Herculean labours accomplished. Fortune smiles 
once more. He obtains a reversal of his sentence as 
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inf&me,” is restored to civil rights, and can give up 
the spy business, which, to tell the truth, he never really 
liked. 

And now the curtain falls on the tableau of a repen- 
tant France giving back his honour to a deeply wronged 
and eminently virtuous man. ■ 

Act III. 

Beaumarchais is once more a contractor and a finan- 
cier. He is more. He is now a successful dramatist, 
for to this period of his life belong the two plays by 
which he remains known, the “ Barber of Seville ” and the 
“ Marriage of Figaro.” Of these, his two masterpieces, it 
might be said fairly enough that they arc exactly like 
those old plAys of impossible intrigue which Alexandre 
Hardy, predecessor of Moli^re, poured out by the hun- 
dred. They are, from a literary point of view, tbm ; 
there is hardly a line which deserves to be remembered ; 
and they are stagey, conventional,' and unnatural. So 
much conceded, it reniains to be said that his gaiety, 
his profusion of animal spirits, his prodigality of wit, 
his adaptation of the bid conventional comedy to the 
manners, follies, and ideas of the day carry away the 
reader as well as the spectator. 

How Paris crowded to see his plays, how the very 
class most satirized, laughed and applauded, how the 
spirit of the day was exactly caught — all this everybody 
knows. Let us go on to what is more interesting, the 
life of the illustrious author. Of course, he must have a 
quarrel, because this inimitable man never had the 
smallest dealings wi^h his fellow-creatures without one.. 
This time, he did good service. There was an abominable 
law at the Ihbatre Franjais, that when the receipts 
fell below a certain sum, the piece became the absolute 
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property of the actors. This was very hard upon 
authors, who generally saw themselves, after a few 
nights’ representations, plundered of all future profit. 
Beaumarchais was the first to make a stand for the 
dramatists against the actors, and established in its 
earliest form a dramatic authors’ society, to vindicate 
their own rights and secure themselves something from 
the rapacity of the actors. Lot him have full credit for 
this. It was a great and substantial achievement for 
literature, whose followers have had to fight a despe- 
rate battle to gain even an approximately fair share of 
what their labours produce. 

All this by way of amusement, for the real business 
of his life was now to make money. He saw, early in the 
struggle between America and England, that the States 
must ultimately win their independence. He went over 
to England, satisfied himself that the British government 
wore themselves beginning to despair, and then return- 
ing to Paris, wrote to M. de Vergennes urging that 
France should send arms, mui^tions, even troops to 
America. De Vergennes asked him for a plan which 
might avoid any rupture with Great Britain. He sub- 
mitted one which was characteristic, if not entirely dis- 
interested. “ Give m«,” he said, “ three million francs, 
and I will assist the Americans myself.” After endless 
negotiation and trouble, he actually got one million francs 
from the French government, lent in this secret way to 
the Uncted States, and one million from Spain. For 
both these sums his written receipts are extant. 

Things getting gradually in trim, the firm of “ Eod- 
r4]^e Hertalez and Company ” — ^he might just as well 
have written his own name on every packet sent — 
undertook to supply the States with 200 cannons, 
25,000 guns, 200, OOO pounds of powder, clothing and 
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tents for 25,000 men, with shot, shell, and other muni- 
tions of war, all which things were to be subtracted with- 
out fuss from the French arsenals. Ships were pur- 
chased, the cargoes were put on board, certain artillery 
and engineer officers were engaged to accompany the 
expedition, and after endless delays, owing to the inter- 
ference of the English, and the pretended anxiety of the 
French government to preserve neutrality, three ships 
got off, and, cduding the English cruisers, jmt into the 
American port of Portsmouth in the beginning of 1777. 
Two more shi 2)8 followed, laden with a similar cargo. 
Then Heaumarchais, saying nothing about the 2,000,000 
francs, and the fact that his stores were all taken from 
the French arsenals, sent in his bUl. The Americans 
replied, that though they appreciated the services of 
M. de Beaumarchais, they understood the cargoes to 
be a secret present from the French government. 
Beaumarchais, without giving up his claim, went to 
M. de Vergennes and got from him another million 
frillies, so that he had now actually obtained for his five 
ships, the sum of £120,000, with, so far as can be 
understood, the cargoes themselves. The ships being 
now his own property, it was not a bad beginning. 

In any case, the credit of Messrs. Rodrigue Hertalez 
and Company stood high. The company in a short time 
became owners of a fleet of twenty ships, armed and 
mounted like vessels of war. They were chiefly engaged 
in conveying to America cargoes of a pea^ful charac- 
ter, consisting of European goods, “for,” writes the 
great man at this time, “commerce before w^r,” 
Then war was declared between England and France. 
The splendid ship “ Le Fier Rodrigue,” the finest of 
Beaumarchais’ fleet, was forced to join in an action off 
Granada, and came out of it glorious indeed, but 
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riddled with balls, while the ten ships which she had 
been sent to protect, were all dispersed and mostly 
picked up by the English cruisers. For this loss and 
the services of the “ Rodrigue,” Beaumarchais received 
an indemnity of 2,000,000 francs. In 1778, when the 
alliance of France and America was formed, he received 
drafts from Congress to the amount of 2,544,000 francs, 
and in the follomng year he sent in his bill for the re- 
maining amount, a trifle of 3,000,000 francs. Then 
came letters, explanations, examination of accounts. 
In 1781, the business was put in the hands of Mr. 
Arthur Lee, who had already quarrelled with Beau- 
marchais. He showed his fairness towards his old 
adversary, by making him the debtor to ^he States of 
1,800,000 francs. More protestations. In 1793, Mr. 
Alexander Hamilton examined the bills again, and 
found that the States, on the other hand, owed Beaumar- 
chais 2,280,000 francs. Year after year he presented 
his account and claimed payment. When an exile from 
France, living in a garret at Hamburg, proscribed and 
in hiding, he writes still, but now in the lofty tone of 
an injured patriot. “ Am I to stand before you, hold- 
ing out the cap of liberty which no man has helped you 
to win so much as myself ? Am I to say, ‘ Americans, 
a little alms for your friend, whose services have re- 
ceived but this reward— Date obolum Belisario ? ’ ” 
“ Belisarius,” said the Americans, “is a humbug. He has 
made a fortune out of us, and we owe him nothing.” 

A fortune he certainly had made, and he was spending 
it royally. His new house, as stately as that of Kubla 
Khan, stood opposite to the Bastille, in its beautiful 
gardens, one of the sights of Paris, and the owner was 
to be seen in his carriage every day, a standing example 
of the force of genius, ability, and impudence. 
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The “ Mariage de Figaro,” acted in spite of all oppo- 
sition, was the crowning-point of his dramatic career. 
It Avas successful because Beaumarchais was, above all, 
able to catch the spirit of the day and transfer it to 
his canvas. On the stage before them Paris saw her- 
silf, with her cynicism, her flippancy, her uncertainty. 
What she did not see was what the writer could not 
see — underlying all these surface mockeries, the deeper 
yearning after a better life, after justice, fraternity, the 
abolition of unrealities, which made the Revolution 
noble. . 

'Fhe “ Mariagc ” was played for sixty-eight nights. 
On the fiftieth the author announced that the profits 
Avere to be devoted to the poor. Does any one dare to 
say that Beaumarchais is greedy and selfish ? Behold 
his answer — a new Society for the Benefit of Nursing 
Mothers. Great and good man ! Others may do their 
charity in a sneaking, secret, and underhand manner. He; 
Avill let all the world look on while he hel])s on our fatal 
modern method of pauperizing the jACople by taking 
hway the necessity for tlu’ift : — 

De Beaumarchais admire la souplosse : 

En bien, en mal, son triomphe est complet : 

A Tenfance il donne du lait 
Et du poison a la jeanosse. 

More glory. He wrote, of the ditficulties of getting 
the play acted, that he had had to contend with “ lions 
and tigers.” Louis thought he was persont^ly insulted. 
Should a Caron de Beaumarchais call his king a lion and 
a tiger? With his own royal hand, in fact, on the seven of 
spades, the king himself Avrote an order for his arrest, 
and, to make the thing more marked, sent him, not to the 
Bastille, where a gentleman Avas made |o feel aii home, 
but to St.-Lazare, among the common rogues. Paris 
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laughed at the poet’s discomfiture, and then began to 
rage and fiime, because nobody was safe if this sort of 
thing went on. They let him out in five days, rather 
ashamed of themselves. Beaumarchais at first refused 
to go out, for he was writing a splendid new memoire, 
but thought better of it. 

A quarrel with Mjrabeau; another law-suit about a 
woman; the case decided in his favour; more letter- 
writing with America ; fresh claims on the government, 
giving him an additional two millions; his unsuccess- 
ful opera of “Tarare;” these are the events which 
bring him down to the crash of the Great Revolution. 

He began his share of it characteristically, by getting 
a contract, for he is now the most patriotic of citizens and 
the most disinterested. He will procure 60,000 guns for 
the new republic. These guns, though they cost him 
endless troubles and anxieties, saved his life by taking 
him out of France during the Reign of Terror. He is 
prosecuted as m. emigre, he, the patriot, actually at 
Hamburg about the gun business ; his wife and daugh- 
ter are in prison ; the beautiful house is searched and 
visited every day ; his very name is gone, and he is 
once more plain Caron; his property is confiscated; 
“ the cherries in the garden all seized for the people,” 
writes poor Julie, all alone by herself, and nearly starv- 
ing, in the great Beaumarchais palace, “ not even the 
stones left.” For foilr years he writes and appeals — 
Santerre himself always said he was an honest fellow — 
but does not dare to return. And it was not till 1796 that 
he came back, to feid his house defaced, his furniture 
gone, his fortune broken up, his papers seized. 

He spent three years more, the last three years of his 
life, in fighting over his money and his claims. The 
reedity of events was too much for him, who had been 
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accustomed to regard everything as unreal ; the enthu- 
siasm of the new men was more than he could under- 
stand; the way in which noble sentiments were bowled 
over, and really beautiful periods disregarded, offended 
and annoyed him; while there seemed no opening at 
all in this new republic for a good old shoddy contract. 
Besides all this, he had grown deaf. Poor Julie was 
dead — she died with an impromptu, a very improper 
one, on her frivolous, faithful, loving lips. Then Beau- 
marchais saw his daughter safely married, and died 
quietly in his bed on the 27th of May, 1799, aged 67 years. 

Surely no man ever lived so busy a life, no man ever 
united in himself so many contradictory characteristics. 
'He is greedy, grasping, unscrupulous. He has no 
morals and no religion, in spite of what his biograjihers 
say. He bribes judges, seduces actresses, corrupts 
counsel, never has a pecuniary transaction without a 
quarrel, and never makes a friend who appears to have 
been worth having. On the other hand, he is generous 
to all sorts of poor creatures who hang round him and 
de})end upon him. He is bright, facile, high-spirited, 
lively, and clever. He is charming in society, but he 
never quite catches the tone of the best society. He is 
adored by his own family circle ; he is detested by men 
who seem to have had no reason whatever for the live- 
liness of their hatred. 

In his active life he accomplished a dozen things, 
any one of which was enough to make a^reputation. 
He improved the mechanism of watches ; he perfected 
the harp ; he started a Dramatic Authors’ Society ; he 
provided Paris with water; he invented the word 
“citizen;” he dared to stand up, alone and unaided, 
and fight the parliament ; and he was the first in France 
to see the certain outcome of the American struggle./ 



AN AGTOB. 


409 


An actor ! the cleverest and most versatile actor of 
the day : his life not, as he proudly called it, a battle, 
but a drama, in which he unfolds his character step by 
step. But always he must be before the public, always 
on the stage. 

And see how the drama would act. Look at the splen- 
did situations of the last act alone. The Bastille falling 
before your eyes ; Beaumarchais as Lucius Junius 
Brutus ; Beaumarchais distributing money to the poor ; 
Beaumarchais in secret service for the republic ; Beau- 
marchais in exile, poor and deserted, smiting his breast, 
— so stood Bclisarius before he had to ask for that 
paltry obolus. 

And then, just as the position of things threatens to 
become tedious, a swift and sudden death brings down 
the curtain, and the drama is finished. It has been full 
of surprising situations ; there have been rounds of ap- 
plause ; repeatedly the principal actor has been called 
before the curtain ; and, finally, there has not been a 
dull line in it from beginning to end. 





ClIAPTEU XIX. 

BERANGER. 

Lo bon Dieu me dit, chanio, 

Chan to, pauvre petit. 

ROM u moral point of vicnv, the troop of 
humourists which has passed in review 
before us is a ragged regiment indeed. 
FalstafF’s own was not more out at elbows. 
Their duds of morality fluttering in the 
breeze may lend a touch of the picturesque, but it is sad 
to confess that there is hardly one — Boileau the respect- 
able always excepted — in whom the moralist can take a 
reasonable pride. For the men whose writings have 
been the household words of France, were, one and all, 
lamentably deficient in those elementary virtues on 
which the social life is based. I am therefore glad to 
be able to finish this volume with one of whose cha- 
racter nothing but praise is to be said, y if any dis- 
praise, then with such overwhelming balance of laud- 
ation as to annihilate its effect. For B^ranger’s practice 
was better than his preaching, while, save for a few 
weaknesses of humanity, he was entirely a good^man. 
Vir bonus est quis f — He is one who practises selff^nial, 
is open to charity, sympathy, and all noble influences, 
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is debased by no unworthy vices, is no greedy miser, 
no backbiter, no hypocrite ; one who rejoices in the love 
and esteem of his friends, and has a healthy pride in 
himself. And such was Beranger. 

He is indeed a man whose life, as well as his songs, 
may well bring the tears into our eyes. There has been 
no lyrist like him in any language ; none with a voice 
and heart so intensely human, so sympathetic, so strong 
to move, so quick to feel. And yet, nurtured in the 
traditions of the eighteenth century, when everything 
was sentimental and unreal, he never aj)prcciated the 
enormous difference between himself and those who 
sang of Lindor and Camille. Docs it not seem, somc;- 
how, that the highest genius is least able to understand 
its own power? It is only the second-rate writer who 
inflates himself with pride in thinking that he too has 
caught something of the sacred fire. Shakespeare must 
hav(i been a mod(!st man. And Beranger is, in some way, 
the Shakespeare of France. At least, to be more modest 
in assertion, he is one of the three or four Frenchmen 
who stand in the front, men to whom has been given 
the glorious gift of s]>eaking what others can only feel. 
To utter the wants and suflerings of others; to lose 
your own individuality in the hopes and loves of the 
world — it is to be to mankind what the wife may be to 
the husband. The world has but few of these sacred 
brides, these wedded souls. Humanity, whom, by some 
curious error — it was in the days when men mistrustcid 
Nature, and were afraid — we have figured as a woman 
seeking a bridegroom for a protector, takes this devotion 
as a right, and only repays it by an undying love. Such 
love as we feel to Shakespeare, with no critical measure- 
ments of how much less is due, 1 claim for Rabelais, for 
Moli^re, and for B4ranger, 
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His life was spent in self-sought obscurity. Had it 
not been for his imprisonments, for his autobiography, 
and a few remaining letters, we should know no more 
about him than that he lived and wrote, while future 
ages, arguing from the differences between his poems, 
might have denied his individuality altogether. “ Could 
the same man have written the ‘ Roi d’ Y vetot ’ and the 
‘Etoilcs qui filent’? Could a poet of youth and joy — 
things essentially selfish — have been at the same time 
so sympathetic and so sad ? ” For the weakest point of 
critics is their inability to understand how a man can be 
many-sided ; given one pose, one mood, one success, they 
ex[)ect the immobility of a statue ; and the soul of man, 
animula vagula, as full of change as the ocean, is to be 
fixed in a numberless smile, or an eternal sorroAv. Now 
th(! perfect^ chansormier, of whom Berangcr is the one 
great and unique type, has as many moods as humanity 
itself. 

I have tried to show how far those French writers 
who come within my range succeeded, and how far they 
failed. Both their failure and their success I have 
connected with the conditions of their lives. But 
Beranger wholly succeeded, for every single circuiqf 
stance of his life and station played, in the happiest 
way, into his hands. He Avas a member of the lower 
middle class, not too far above the ouvrier rank, not too 
far below the bourgeois^ to represent the|rfeelings and 
thoughts of both. There Avas no aspiration of both 
classes that he could not share, no prejudice that he could 
not understand. You have seen, perhaps, that social 
pyramid on which the statistician has represented the 
successive stages of wealth, and therefore, as the world 
goes, culture. As we ascend the strata, indiAuduality be- 
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comes possible. The inarticulate mass at the bottom can 
think of nothing but their common wants and dangers. 
As we ascend, as life grows more and more beyond the 
roach of anxiety, the way is opened for those to speak 
who are endowed with the power of thought and speech. 

B4ranger, born 1780, was the son of a grocer’s ap- 
prentice and a milliner. Ilis father, who claimed the 
right to put a de before his name, and could produce a 
twopenny genealogy, deserted his mother at his birth.' 
Then grandfather Champy took in the boy, and the 
mother went her own way. Both parents — in his 
autobiograjjhy Beranger strives to hide a bitter sense 
of their worthlessness — seem to have been as bad as 
was possible. But his guardians more than replaced 
the neglect of Ins parents. lie tells us how old 
Champy would read aloud the popular work of the Abbe 
Raynal, “ L’Histoire desdeux Indes,” while his grand- 
mother, for her part, pored over the romances of 
Prevot and the works of Voltaire,^ and both united 
in spoiling their grandchild. The boy was not too 
fond of going to school, and at every oj^portunity made 
excuses for staying away, his great delight being to sit 
in a corner and carve little baskets out of cherry-stones. 
At nine years of age, having alrcadyread the “Henriade” 
H^d a translation of the “ Jerusalem Delivered,” he was 


‘ Eh quoi ! j’apprends que I’on critique 
^ Lo qui precede men nom. 

Etes-vous do noblesse antique ? 

Moi noble ? oh ! vraiment, messieurs, non 1 
Non, d’aucune chevalerie 
Je n’ai le brevet sur velin : 

Jo ne sais qu’aimer ma patrie. 

Je suis vilain et tres-vilain. 

* “ Bile cotait sans cesse M. de Voltaire, ce qui ne I’emp^chait pas, 
h la Fdte-Dieu, de me faire passer sons le saint sacrement.” 
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sent to school in the Faubourg Saint- Antoine, whence 
he was an eye-witness to the. taking of the Bastille : — 

J'etais bien jeiine : on criait, Vengeons-nons ! 

A la Bastille ! aux armes ! vite, anx armes ! 

Marcbands, bourgeois, artisans, couraient tons. 

The only prize the boy got was that which every one 
was anxious to avoid — the cross for good conduct, and 
even then the bad boy of the school, one Grammont, who 
was afterwards very properly guillotined, an examjde 
to all bad boys, forced him to steal an ap])le, and then ac- 
cused him of the theft, grinning at the taking-away of the 
cross. However, the cross was restored and the accuser 
discredited. I’resently the grandfather had a paralytic 
stroke ; his father, now a notary at Derval, would not 
pay for his education, and his mother cared nothing 
about him. So they took him from school and sent 
him down to Ptironue, Avhere an aunt had an auherge. 
It helps to show how little Bdranger ever read or thought 
about history, that he thinks it quite unnecessary to say 
a word about the historical interest of the place Avhere 
Louis XI. was a prisoner, where the Treaty of P^ronne, 
“ la I’ucelle,” Avas signed, and where later on Welling- 
ton made one of his minor conquests. His aunt, de- 
claring at first that she could not support this addi- 
tional burden, lost her courage when she looked at lA 
curly hair and pretty face, and burst into tears, crying, 
“ Pauvre abandonn4, je te servirai de mere.” His 
mother, as we hear, Avas living by herself, jfoing to thea- 
tres, balls, and concerts. The excellent aunt was a 
Avoman of actiAm mind as well as a good aubergiste. 
Her library consisted of T^ldmaque, Racine, and Yol- 
taire’s plays, so that here was no small addition to the 
boy’s reading. As yet, however, he only knew how to 
read to himself, could not pronounce the words, could 
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not write or spell. The village schoolmaster taught 
him these useful arts, with a little simple ciphering, 
and there his formal education ended. He was made 
to go to church so long as the churches were open, and 
even served as an assistant to the priest, who tried to 
teach him the Latin prayers, but the boy was so awk- 
ward and clumsy at the altar, that the priest one day 
swore at him aloud during the service, and declared 
that he should no longer be permitted to assist. 
Little B(iranger was only too glad to escape.* 

Then came the wars, and the boy could sit at the door 
of the little inn and hear the cannons booming at the 
siege of Valenciennes, filling his soul with nameless 
terrors. Judge then of his joy when defeats became 
victories, when the tide of battle rolled far oft’, and the 
cannons were only fired to proclaim the successes of 
the republic. Thus he drank in the sentiment of 
patriotism with the fresh country-air that was making 
him strong and healthy. A thunderstorm, in which 
the lightning struck him, affected for a time his eye- 
sight, so that he could not be ajiprenticed to the watch- 
making trade, for which his dexterity of finger seemed 
peculiarly to adapt him. Then he became a clerk to 
M. B&lluc de Bellenglise, magistrate, discijde of RoUs- 
lHiu, and founder of the P^ronne Club, in which the 
boys of the town held discussions, formed themselves 
into a corps, drilled, and sang republican songs. But 
clerk’s work was not in B^ranger’s line — ^perhajjs he did 
not write well enough — and the good magistrate placed 
him as an apprentice to a printer, where he spent two 
years, and acquired something of the art of orthography. 

* “ Jo vois bien,” said his atmt, “ quo tn no seras jamais 
ddvot.” 
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The printer took an interest in him and tried to teach 
him, but without success, the rules of syntax and pro- 
sody ; for B4ranger had no other teacher but his own 
oar and the verses of La Fontaine. 

In 1795 his father, now a red-hot royalist, sent for him 
to Paris. He had patched up a kind of peace with his 
wife, and was full of financial schemes, in which his son 
Avas to aid him. Young Beranger suddenly developed a 
great turn for calculation, and as his father’s business 
lay entirely in the buying and selling of assignats, that 
is, in money-lending, he Avas employed all day in making 
out estimates and accounts. At the same time the 
father was occupied in petty royalist plots, hiding con- 
spirators, and trying to make himself of importance, so 
that when the white cockade should return, he might 
arm himself Avith his genealogy, and claim the right 
of the grande entree ; for he nursed the wildest dreams 
of the future; saw himself in imagination the first 
banker in Paris, his son a page to Louis XVIII., and 
his future a splendour like that of Beaumarchais.^ 

In 1798 came the crash. Down went the banking- 
house, over went the basket of eggs, the genealogy was 
finally put away into a draAA'er, the future poet was re- 
lieved of all fear of becoming page to the king, and the 
father’s dreams of Neatness ended in a second-haml 
book-shop, one of those miserable shops where the 
worst kind of French romances were exhibited and sold. 
It was in the Rue Saint-Nicaise. One evening BfSrangcr 
was returning to the shop when he was startled by an 
explosion close by — the earth trembled beneath him, 

' It is at this point of his tale that B6raiiger stops to tell the 
true and touching story of “ La Mere Jary/^ Nothing in fiction, 
except the sorrows of the old recluse in “ Notre Dame de Paris.” 
can equal this humble tragedy. 
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the windows clashed, the houses shook. It was that 
infernal machine which was to have destroyed the first 
consul. One step more, and there would have been no 
poetry of B^rangcr; one step less, and there would 
have been no emperor for him to lament. How did he 
live at this time ? Probably on some share of the book- 
shop, about which he maintains silence. “ I lived in a 
gaiTct in the sixth story. Boulevard Saint-Martin. . . 

1 installed myself in my den with an inexplicable satis- 
faction, without money, without any certainty as to the 
future, but happy at least in being freed from so many 
mauvaises affaires, which , since my return to Paris had 
never ceased to wound my sentiments and my tastes. 
To live alone, to live entirely at my ease, seemed jier- 
fect happiness.” 

With pens^re eyes the little room I view 
Where in my youth I weathered it so long ; 

With a wild mistress, a staunch friend or two, 

And a light heart still breaking into song. 

Making a mock of life, and all its cares, 

Rich in the glory of my rising sun. 

Lightly I vaulted up four pair of stairs. 

In the bravo days when I was twenty-one.^ 

It was at this time that he formed friendships which 
lasted till death, with Autier, the vaudcvilliste, Lebrun, 
aHerwards Academician, and Wilhelm Bocrpiillon, musi- 
cian. In their garrets these young fellows Wrote songs 
and music, promising each other future success, happy 
in the little f&tes that their slender purses allowed, and 
making every stroke of poverty the peg for new 
laughter. Thus, when B^ranger gets a ticket to sec 
the solemn Te Deum chanted at Notre Dame, when all 
the kings were present, he sings : — 


Le Grenier. Thackeray’s translation. 



418 


BEBANOEE. 


Next Sunday, five kings in a row 
On our fortunate vision will flaslf; 

I am sure they would like me to go, 

So IVo sent off my skirt to tke wash. 

I’ve a kat ; I’ve a very good coat ; 

Of stockings a sensible pair ; 

And everytking else I kavo got, 

If only I’d breeckes to wear. 

In 1804, being then twenty-four years of age, and 
tired of starving in that happy garret of his, he wrote 
to Lucien Bonaparte, enclosing a bundle of verses. Two 
days passed without an answer. Judith Fr^re with a 
pack of cards prophesied that a letter would arrive 
which would please him. Incredulous B^ranger! he 
did not believe the revelations of the cards, and next 
day found him hopeless of an answer, patching up his 
boots and his trousers, and meditating misanthropic 
rhymes. Suddenly he hears footstej)*. It is the con- 
cierge, who brings him a letter in an unknown hand. 
“ I open it with a trembling hand ; the senator, Lucien 
Bonaparte has read my verses, and wishes to see me ! 
It was not fortune that I saw before me, it was glory.” 
He borrowed respectable clothes, and went. Lucien 
received him kindly, read him good advice, and as he 
had just been made a member of the Institute, gave 
him the little pension allotted to the post. It was a 
thousand francs, forty pounds a year; a little fortu^ 
to the poor young poet. Above all, it was the kindly act, 
the encouraging word, that he wanted. And it must 
be recorded, that Beranger never forgo^the gracious 
act of this best of all the Bonapartes. 

He next obtained a post which brought him in about 
seventy pounds a year, in the bureaux of the painter 
Landon,for whom he edited his“ Mus4e.” A hundred and 
ten pounds a year ! — it was wealth — affluence ; it enabled 
him to gratify the greatest pleasure of bis life, the 
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helping of others. It gave him the power of keeping 
his grandmother, the poor old woman, ruined by the 
assignats., and his sister, a workgirlj whom he subse- 
quently put into a convent at her own wrish. 

At this time, under the influence of Chateaubriand, 
he made a grand effort to become orthodox in his faith. 
It was useless, orthodoxy being a fold out of which, 
once a sheep has strayed, it can never again enter. 
B^ranger renounced the attempt, and remained to the 
end, not an infidel, but one who had no belief ; no viru- 
lent enemy of the laith, but one who found himself 
outside and was content to remain there. English 
critics always want to know exactly what creed a writer 
held. And it is important within certain limits. More 
deductions, for instance, would have to be made in the 
statements and opinions of ritualist than in those of a 
stronger brother. But it seems to me impertinent to 
push the question too far, and 1 admire that custom of 
the Americans in never troubling themselves about any 
man’s religion. Was B^ranger a Christian? I do not 
know. Was he a Protestant, a Romanist? Certainly not ; 
he followed the sect of B6ranger : — 

.... Dieu n’est point colere ; 

S’il crea tout, k tout il sort d’appui. 

After working for three years for M. Landon, his 
task was accomplished, his income reduced, and only 
Lucien’s thousan^lfrancs remained. One of his Peronne 
friends, Quenescourt by name, lent him what little money 
he wanted to tide him over the unproductive time, and 
invited him to stay at Peronne, where his old friends 
made a grand reception for him. He Avrote songs for 
them ; singing them himself at their feasts, with that 
sweet voice of his, like Tom Moore’s, facile but not too 
strong, and helped out by the singer’s feeling. 
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On the foundation of the Imperial University in 1808, 
he obtained employment as one of the clerks, with a 
salary of a thousand francs. It was little, but it was 
something. He had now, therefore, eighty pounds a 
year, and regretted the death of his scamp of a father, 
which happened “just when I could have made his days 
more comfortable.” He went on with his grand literary 
projects, at the same time writing songs, to which he 
turned as a sort of recreation, not understanding as yet 
that here was the real work of his life. 

Several of these, including the “ S4nateur,” the “ Petit 
Homme Gris,” “ Les Gueux,” and the “Hoi d’Yvetot,” 
were handed about in manuscript, the last-named at- 
tracting the attention of the police. Bdranger, though 
his hand grew firmer, and his j)urpose steadier with 
years, hardly ever surpassed these his earliest efforts. 

Absurd as it seems to speak of poems so well known 
as these, was there ever so good and easy a thing as 
that of the Roi d’Yvetot ? — 

On conserve le portrait 
De ce digne et bon prince : 

C’est Penseigne d’nn cabaret 
Famenx dans la province. 

Remember, too, when you sing Roger Bontemps ” that 
he is the lineal descendant of the Bontemps of Roger 
de Oollerye : — 

Anx gens atrabilaires 
Pour exemple donne 
En nn temps de miseres 
Roger Bontemps est nc.* 

^ Vive le roy . . , Vive le roy . , , 

Et tons compaignons et moy I 
Je snis Bontemps, qui d’Angleterre 
Snis ici Venn de grant erre 
En ce pays d’Auxerrois. 

Roger de Oollerye (fifteenth century^ 
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And. you must own at least, that no song exists in any 
language, or can exist, lighter, brighter, merrier, than 
that of the careless toper in grey : — 

Quand la goutte I’accable 

Sur un lit delabrd, 

Le euro 

De la mort et du diablo 

Parle a ce moribond, 

Qui ropond, 

Ma foi, moi, jo m’en . . . 

Ma foi, moi, je m’en . . . 

Ma foi, moi, je m’en ris. 

Oh ! qu’il est gai, qu’il est gai, le petit homrno gris ! 

The police wanted Napoleon to supjwess the “ Roi 
d’Yvetot.” Napoleon had no literary tastes like his 
brother, nor could he understand literature, but at least 
he could see that no more violent attack was made 
upon his throne than this picture of the bonhomrne king, 
he might sit secure. 

So B^ranger became known. They invited him to the 
New Caveau, a club of poets and litterateurs established 
in imitation of that of Piron, Panard, and Coll^. 
Desaugiers was president. B4ranger had a capital din- 
ner one night with them, and, fired by the generous 
wine, sang all his best songs. They elected him a 
member there and then. It was a fit and proper com- 
mencement of his fame. The clinking of the glasses, 
the shouts of the guests, the laughter and mirth of the 
evening, reminded the chansonnier of his real function 
in life — to delight his hearers. 

The songs written by Desaugiers and his predeces- 
sors were of two classes : songs bacchanalian and songs 
amatory. As yet, save in a few scattered specimens, 
the element of pathos was not in the modern chanson ; 
and no one had discovered, what was left to Beranger 
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to do, the lyric capabilities of the common people. 
France, from the days of Olivier Basselin downwards, 
has always been rich in drinking songs, and Desaugiers 
himself was the lineal descendant of Olivier, as gay, as 
careless, as sparkling. 

Quand je vois des gens ici-bas 
Secber de chagrin on d’envie, 

Cos malheurenx, dis-je tout has, 

N*oiit done jainais bu de leur vie ! 

On no m’entendra pas crier 
Peine, famine, ni misere, 

Taut que j’anrai de qnoi payer 
Le vin quo pent tenir mon verro. 

Bdranger has never, so far as I remember, written a 
drinking-song pure and simple. That is, there is always 
something besides the wine : — 

L’ Amour, TAmitie, le vin 
Veut egayer le festin. 

* iff 

Bon vin et fillette. 

Or it is Madame Gr^oire — 

Qui attirait dos gonfl 
Par des airs engageants. 

» » * 

All 1 commo on entrait 
Boire dans son cabaret. 

Always a girl, or a friend, or a group, without whom 
the wine loses its taste and drinking has no attractions.. 
At the New Caveau, however, at which Beranger was 
not a very frequent guest, drinking was ^he principal 
theme of song, and Desaugiers the principal singer. 

If Beranger read the love songs of his time, he might 
choose between the dainty pastorals of Florian, the 
pretty trifling of Gentil Bernard, or the coarse rollick- 
ing of Gombaut, Piron, Coll4, and the rest of the 
.eighteenth century song-writers. Thus Florian, rest- 
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ing sweetly on a bank,%ith ribbons round his arm and 
flowers round his hat, just like Sancho Panza in his 
projected Arcadia, sings plaintively : — 

Love’s sweetness but a moment stays, 

Love’s promise all a life beguiles ; 

For Sylvia’s sake I waste my days, 

Yet Sylvia for another smiles. 

Love’s sweetness but a moment stays, 

Love’s promise all a life beguiles. 

While yonder streamlet,” Sylvia says, 

“ Winds gleaming under greenwood aisles, 

My love shall last.” The stream still strays, 

But Sylvia for another smiles, 

Love’s sweetness but a moment stays, 

Love’s promise all a life beguiles. 

While the authors of the ‘‘ Gaudrioles’’ bang the 
table and bellow the chorus of the following, the 
Maiden's Confession," sung by a member of the first 
Caveau, it is due tQ these gentlemen’s reputation to 
state, that this is the most innocent and insipid song in 
the whole of their valuable collection : — 

At confession I whispered my sins 
In the ear of the Priest of Pompone : 

“ My sweetheart each morning begins 
With a kiss — but tljg fault is my own. 

La — ri — ^ra. 

Your Bevcrence of Pompone. 

“ With a kiss every morning begins"; 

It is wrong, but the fault is my own.” 

“ My daughter, for this class of sins 
Only pilgrimage long may atone.” 

La — ri — ra. 

Your Reverence of Pompone. 

“ For kisses and such pleasant sins, 

On pilgrimage you must begone.” 

“ Yes, father, and when it begins. 

He shall come with me, all alone. ” 

La — ^ri — ^ra. 

Your Reverence of Pompone. 
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“ My Robin, too, when it b# ns, 

Shall go with me, all to atone.” 

“ My child, I perceive, in your sins, 

Unregenerate pleasure you own.” 

La — ri — ^ra, 

Your Reverence of Pompone. 

“ ’Tis with sorrow I see, in your sins 
. This pleasure so worldly you own ; 

But since penance forgiveness wins. 

Kiss me twice, my dear child, and be gone.” 

La — ri — ^ra, 

Your Reverence of Pompone. 

The pre-B4ranger songs are thus satirical, baccha- 
nalian, "witty, patriotic, and erotic. They have every 
quality that we find in B4rangcr except one. They 
are hard, they are selfish, they have no sympathy. 
They are "written, as it Avere, each for itself, as if their 
writer could feel lio sorroAvs but his oaati, and no jdea- 
sures but his OAvn. Let us, with this digression, return 
to the life of Beranger. 

It is in 1813 ; Beranger is thirty-three years of age 
when these songs ajApear. You remember how La Fon- 
taine and Moli^re were already well past the premih'e 
jeunesse when their best works appeared. For the best 
French fruit takes time to aipen. B4rangcr was a slow 
and careful writer. At the outside, about ten songs in 
a year ; hardly qne a month ; painfully corrected, re- 
corrected, altered, improved. Some two hundred and 
fifty songs altogether. 

In 1814, Beranger Avas witness of the return of 
the Bourbons. He describes the scene : the people, 
never dreaming of a capitulation, asked each other, 
“Where is he?” for, says Beranger, “la patrie” 
meant Napoleon. He came not. Then the news flew 
about the city had capitulated ; one or two voices in 
the crowd cried “Vivent les Bourbons,” one or two 
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whito cockades timidly 'appeared ; and when the Rus- 
sians and Germans entered, some few hundreds tried 
to manifest the enthusiasm of a city, and mxiltijdied 
themselves in shouting, handkerchief-waving, and even 
kissing the dusty boots of their saviours. The king 
entered Paris, infirm, old before his time ; after him fol- 
lowed a small band of Napoleon’s soldiers, scaj’red and 
bronzed, whom they had jnsrsuaded to join in the demon- 
stration. “ Vive la garde imp^riale ! ” cried the crowd. 
No shouts for Louis le Desire. And with him came 
back the daughter of Louis XVL, the Duchess of An- 
goul^mc. Cold, harsh,, haughty, as if she could never 
forgive the miseries of her youth, she lost at once the 
affection and sympathy which had followed her through 
all her years of absence. If the advisers of kings would 
only teach them how easy it is to be popular ! 

In 1815, appeared B^ranger’s first collection. The 
author of the “Roi d’Yvetot” which Na])oleon’s police 
wanted to suppress, was positively, then, not a Rour- 
bonist. In the suspicious and intolerant atmosphere of 
the new government, not to be a partisan was to be an 
enemy. He Avas averti, which meant at least that his 
chances of promotion Avere small. When, six years later, 
he brought out his second collection of songs, he anticipa- 
ted the ministerial wrath by resigning his post altogether. 
Remember that his official position was never above 
that of a clerk on two or three thousand francs a-ye*ar, 
that he lived in his garret, that he associated with no 
great people, Avas not a lion, and begged of his friends 
only to let him lead his life in the shade. But it, was 
not enough that the clerk should resign his post, they 
must also prosecute him. About this first prosecution, 
of which so much has been said, we need only remark 
that B4ranger enjoyed his three months’ incarceration 
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extremely. He had a warm and comfortable chamber 
in Sainte-P61agie, instead of a draughty garret, he had 
sympathizing friends, he had the whole public of France 
on his side, he had an audience counted by hundreds of 
thousands, by millions. “ It was calculated,” he tells 
us, “that by the reproduction of the songs in the 
papers of Paris, copied by those of the departments 
and those abroad, there were sent abroad in the space 
of a fortnight many million copies of the verses that 
they wanted to interdict.” 

Some years later came out the volume containing the 
“Sacre dc Charles Ic Simple,” “Les Infiniment Petits,” 
and the “ Petit Homme Rouge.” Another prosecution, 
and this time a fine of 1 0,000 francs with nine months 
in prison. The fine was easily paid ; the prison, unfortu- 
nately, was not so easy to work out ; but the poet, who 
was consoled by the visits of his friends — among others 
Lady Morgan — and by gifts of flowers and fruit, endured 
it and came out more embittered against Jesuits and 
the white cockade than ever. 

The revolution of 1830 released him from any further 
prosecutions, and he was henceforth free to say and 
write whatever he pleased. . In 1848 he was, against 
his will, elected representative of the department of the 
Seine by more than 200,000 votes. He protested, but 
in vain, and he took his seat, but a day or two afterwards 
he*begged to be allowed to resign, and his prayer was 
granted. Then he retired to the obscurity he loved, 
and was seen no more. 

I have said nothing of the man’s inner and retired 
life, because one leels ashamed in lifting a curtain that the 
poor, proud poet, as bashful as any maiden, persisted 
in keeping down. Why should we pry and seek into 
those secrets of his life which do not illustrate his songs? 
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But of one romance so much has been said and so much 
written, that I must fain speak of it too. It is the story 
of B4ranger’s one and only love, quite a simple story. 
You may remember what he says of women in his Auto- 
biography. “ 1 have always regarded woman as neither 
a wife nor a mistress, which is too often to make of her 
either a slave or a tyrant, and I have never seen in her 
anything but a friend whom God has given us. The 
tenderness, full of esteem, with which women have in- 
spired" me from my youth, has never ceased to be the 
source of my sweetest consolations. Thus have I over- 
come a secret disposition to melancholy, the attacks of 
which became daily less frequent, thanks to women and 
poetry. Or let me say women alone, for my_ poetry 
comes from them.” Here, you see, is not the roving dis- 
position of Henry Murger in his “ Bohemians.” Nor, 
indeed, could Colonel Ncwcomc himself speak more 
chivalrously. 

Her name, mentioned above, was Judith Frere. She 
was two years older than B4ranger, and of the same 
station in life. ♦ He made her acquaintance when she was 
eighteen and he sixteen, i.e. in the year 1796, an 
acquaintance which every year deepened more and more 
into the most perfect friendship that ever existed be- 
tween man and woman. Was it love? Were they 
secretly married? We know nothing. But we may 
be sure that it was no ordinary tie that bound them 
together. The little clerk of the University, living 
in his garret on his petty salary, and that halved by the 
charities he daily - practised, found one person in. the 
world whom he could talk to, one in wljpm he could 
entirely trust, who gave him the sympathy that man 
can never get except from woman. It was to her rooms 
— she was but a simple ouvrih-e^ with a pretty face, a 
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sweet voice, blue eyes, and brown hair — that B4ranger, 
during those long years when he was unknown, a small, 
ungaitily man, rough-featured, “ chetif et laid,” with 
bald head, and nothing handsome but his eyes, retreated 
secretly and found the chief refreshment of his soul — 

Grand Dieu ! combien ello est jolie, 

Et moi jo suis si laid, si laid. 

Sho did not fetter him, she did not assert herself. As 
it would seem, she accepted the role of his friend, and 
acquiesced sadly in the seclusion that fate had imposed, 
because we cannot doubt that J udith loved him as well 
as advised him. 

Lise a Toreille 
Me conseille : 

Get oracle me dit tout bas, 

Chantez, monsieur, n’^crivez pas. 

Note that year after year passed by, that the un- 
known clerk became a great power in the land, but the 
name of Judith Frbre was not heard. None of his 
friends — not Thiers, not Lamennais, not Manuel — knew 
anything about her. Then suddenly, in the evening of 
their lives, when she was fifty-seven and he was fifty- 
five, he brought her out into the sunshine, and placed 
her in his house. The wicked world pointed fingers of 
derision. B4ranger wrote a letter to the Assembl^e 
Nationale, claiming, with that quiet self-respect which 
always characterized him, the right of arranging his 
household in his own way, and, with no othdr word of ex- 
planation, went quietly on his own way. She was thus 
before the world his attached and honoured friend : she 
wa^ more; was his devoted and single-hearted ser- 
vant, obedient to his slightest gesture — only he was not 
an imperious master — held in honour by those who were 
entitled to visit the poet, a^d happy in dying before her 
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husband, fnend — what -you will. B^ranger told her to 
die first ; and of course she obeyed him. It was a wish 
dictated firom the kindest of hearts ; he could not bear to 
think that she would have any unhappiness in surviving 
‘him. Let him bear the loneliness and the desolation. 

She was the “Bonne Vieille.” Yoti know it — the 
SAvcetest and saddest of songs? It was written long 
before they did grow old together : — 

Vous vieilliroz, 6 ma belle maitresse ! 

Votis vieillircz, et je ne serai plus. 

Lorsque les youx chercheront sous vos rides 
Lea traits charmants qui m’auront inspire, 

Des doux recits Ics jeunes gens avidos 
Diront, “ Quel fat cet ami taut pleur^ ? ” 

Do mon amour peigncz, s’il eat possible, 

L’ardeur, rivrosse, et memo les soup^ons ; 

Et bonne vieille au coin d’un feu paisiblo, 

De votre ami repetez les chansons. 

You see it was before he thought she would die first. 

Is it selfish, this desire of the poet’s, to live a little 

longer in the heart of his mistress ? — 

* 

Sans rougir vous direz, “ Je I’aimais.” 

Perhaps all man’s love is selfish. He wants a com- 
panion, he wants rest, and confidence. B^ranger took 
without claiming, it, but as a right, Ike devotion of a 
life. 

He was a man of many friends, though he sought 
none. It was an honour to be his friend ; it was also 
one of the greatest pleasures to talk with him when he 
expanded over the good wine that his healthy . soul 
loved. He would sing his chansons; he would laugh 
and be merry, careful only that Judith was happy too, 
and that the old aunt, whose iU-humour was a sore 
trial, tras kept as comfortable as a thorny temperament 
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would permit. Always thoughtful, too, about his 
friends. He would listen for hours to the philosophical 
theology of Lamennais, though he understood him no 
more than Lamb understood Coleridge. He remained 
faithful to his old P^ronne folk. He never made an enemy 
or alienated a friend. His life was one long exer- 
cise of charity, and he had little moral mottoes of his 
own, small rules and maxims of life, copy-book texts, 
evolved from no reading, but from his own reflections, 
which turn up in his letters and his biography quite 
simply and naturally. “Quand on n’cst pas dgoiste,” 
he says, for instance, “ il faut etre econome.” 

It may be remarked, as a national distinction of the 
French character, that while our rich men give their hun- 
dreds to hospitals^nd charitable societies — ^which pauper- 
ize ; Avhile our poor men give to each other and to barrel- 
organists; our middle classes — out of their innocent 
zeal — give to the missionaries, and all give of, their 
abundance, the Frenchman, of whatever class, is himself, 
so far as he can be, his own almoner, and gives of his 
2 )overty. B(iranger is no solitary example.' It is a kind- 
hearted, generous, unselfish race, capable of sacrifice, 
ready to live on little, so that others may also live. And 
thus B6rangcr, through a long life of poverty, continually 
devoted half his income to those who li^d less than him- 
self. When Christian, in Banyan’s story, drops his bur- 
den, made up, as you know, of his own iniquities, and 
nobody else’s sins and sorrows, he goes aloil^ to the end 
light-hearted, free from encumbrance. B^ranger, on the 
other hand, who is never conscious of any burden of ini- 
quities, is always being saddled with other people’s loads, 
one after another. It is his grandmother, his aunts, his 
sister, who get upon his back and cling round his neck. 
Then comes Judith, her little fortune all lost, then a 
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thousand poor people whose sufferings he must alle- 
viate. Always some new unhappiness to relieve, some 
new burden to take up, some little luxury to be 
quietly put down. Take that case of Rouget de ITsle, 
author of the “ Marseillaise.” He is starving ; he is 
put into prison, this Tyrtaeus, for* a debt of twenty 
pounds. What does France care? There is a Rourbon 
with his troo]) of the injiniment petits on the throne, and 
the “ Marseillaise ” must be forgotten. B(iranger finds 
out the poet. “ Where arc you?” he writes ; “they would 
not tell me yesterday, then I was certain where you 
were ; so I write to Sainte-P<ilagie. Do not be ashamed 
of being in prison for a debt — it is for the nation to be 
ashamed. . . . Come, tell me all about it — point d'en- 
fantillage.” Rouget is taken out of jirison by Bdranger. 
But he has no money. He will die. Not by a pistol 
or by poison, but he will wander about the fields till he 
drops dead. It is B^ranger wlio goes after him, finds 
him in his aimless wanderings, brings him back to the 
friend who will look after him, and helps to keep him 
till Charles and his Jesuits are hapjuly over the border 
for ever, and a pension can be got for the man who wrote 
the “ Marseillaise.” 

It was not till 1857 that he died. His end was full 
of suffering. For many months the flame of life had 
been flickering in the socket, reviving for a little at mid* 
day, and sinking when the sun went down. His friends 
were gathered round him day after day, watching for 
the end to come, and all Paris was waiting to burst into 
tears at his death. He recovered a little strength to 
say ferewell to Thiers, Villcm^in, and Cousin. ■ “ Adieu ! 
my friends, adieu ! Live on, you will have, even here, the 
better world. It is the will of God that men should 
cease to suffer so much. ... II y est obligS." He 
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paused, then looked round and repeated his words. 
“ Obligi est le mqt,” he said, sinking his head upon his 
breast. It was on the 16th of July, 1857, at half-past 
five in the afternoon, that he breathed his last, without 
any assistance from the priests, the greatest humourist, 
the most finished lyrical ])oet, the most tender-hearted 
friend, the simplest man that his country, that any 
country, has ever seen. 

A little old man, without distinction at the first sight, unless 
one could penetrate his countenance with the divining glance of 
genius, so much of simplicity was there, with 'all its subtlety. Ho 
wore the dress of a rustic Alcinous, beneath which it was impos- 
sible to suspect his divinity in the midst of a crowd ; shoes tied 
witli a thong, coarse silk stockings, a clean cotton waistcoat, but a 
common one, open above his large che§t, showing a shirt of linen, 
milk-white but coarse, such as country wives spin from their own 
hemp for the village wearer, a wrapper of grey cloth, the elbows 
of which showed the cord, while the unequal skirts let his legs be 
seen as he went along the road ; and lastly, a wide-brimmed 
beaver, also grey, with no^form, or worse than none, sometimes 
stuck across his head, sometimes heavily thrust forward on his 
brow, which gave play to a few sparse locks that fell about his 
face or on his coat collar. He used to go about with a white wood 
stick without head or ferule ; not an old man’s stick. He rarely 
leaned on it, hut with the end of this holly branch would trace 
capricious figures on the floor, on the pavement, of on the sand. 
As to his features, they might have been made out with big strokes 
of the thumb in clsy. There is the forehead, large and beetling, 
the blue protruding eyes, the coarse arched nose, the cheeks. in 
strong relief, the thick lips, the chin with a dimple in it, the short 
muscular nock, the square-cut figure, the short legs. . . , But the 
forehead w.os so thoughtful, the eyes so transparent and pene- 
trating, the nostrils breathed such enthusiasm, the cheeks were so 
modelled and their hollows so furrowed by thought and feeling, the 
mouth was so fine and loving, the smile so kindly, and on the lips 
irony and tenderness met. ... As Alcibiades said of Socrates, 
“Something divine, while we knew it not, must have diffused 
itself over his countenance. Ugly as the man is, he is still the most 
beautiful of mortals.” * 


Lamartine. 
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The chansonnier does not think : he is a mirror. The 
popular moods catch his imagination at points which 
vary with his age, his habits of life, his experience. Do 
not, therefore, with the critic, try to ascertain what 
B4ranger thought and held ; for of creed, opinion, faith, 
or doctrine. Stranger was incapable. His mind was as a 
field of waving canes, now flaunting their silver-grey 
plumage like the streamers of some holiday craft ; now 
turning green and yellow leaves in flashing belts to meet 
the wind, now sad with the passing clouds, now all- 
glorious in the sun. But never stUl ; never the same. 
For he was led by popular opinion; he was infected by 
a sentiment ; he caught their unuttered sym 2 )athies in 
the looks of the people ;hs he wandered about the streets, 
he was able to read what they could not express. When 
he had seized the thoughts that floated in the air, he 
went home, and slowly, laboriously, carefully, gave them 
such shape and utterance as never yet were seen. 

First, we get the love songs without a grain of politics. 
What does the young man care for politics ? Then 
we have “Ma Grand’mere,” “Le Petit Homme Gris,” “Le 
Vieux C^libataire,” “Jeannette,” and all the trip- 
ping rhymes, armed each with the little arrow-point of 
malice ; — 

Tant qu’on le pourra, larirette, 

On te damnera, larira. 

Tant qn’on le ponrra, 

L’on trinqera, 

Gliantera, 

Aimera 
La iillette. 

Tant qu’on pourra, larirette, 

On te damnera, larira. 

As the poet gets older the songs of mirth and mis- 
chief, whose charm is their entire absence of prSvoyance, 
cease altogether, or change into songs of regret. On‘ 

F F 
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this side B^ranger is free from even the suspicion of 
morality. It is as if he would teach that the whole 
duty of youth is to get pleasure, of age to regret it. 
Only, as I said above, pray do not accuse Bdranger of 
teaching, preaching, or holding any doctrine whatever. 

To tlie second class of the chansons belong the political 
songs. The politics of B^ranger are those of the people. 
When the Bourbons come back they are tired of war 
and fatigued with the anxieties that attend victories 
and defeats. After all, even a Bombon may be good 
enough to bring tranquillity. Then B4ranger sings : — 

Louis, dit-oii, fat sensible 

Aux malheurs d© ces guorriers 
Dont riiiver le plus terrible 
A seul lietri les lauriers. 

Presently, the people, accustomed to a generation of 
social equality, find themselves burdened once more 
with what they had taken so much pains to get rid of — 
the domination of priests and the insolences of an aristo- 
cracy. Then we have the famous “ Marquis do Carabas.” 

Voyoz ce vieux marquis 
Nous traiter en peuple conquis ; 

Son coiirsier decharne 
Do loin chez nous Ta ramene. 

Vers son vieux castel 
Ce noble mortol 
Marche en brandissant 
Un sabre innocent. 

Chapoau bar. ! chapeau has ! 

Gloire au marquis do Carabas ! 

P 

And to this period belong the “ Reverends Peres,” 
“ Les Missionnaires,” and “ Les Infiniment Petits.” 

Tranquillity once re-established, and the priests and 
nobles back Again, France began to contrast the empire 
with the monarchy. And then awoke again the idea of 
Napoleon, which meant, to all born since the revolution. 
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the country. This too would have died away with the 
next generation, but for the lact that Berangcr caught the 
sentiment while yet it was young and powerless lor 
good or evil, and gave it life, vigour, strength. Some of 
his best songs are those in which the great emj)eror 
is idealized : — 

“ Well, my dears, by kings attended, 

Through the village street ho passed 
(I was then — the time goes fast — 

But newly wed) ; the sight was splendid. 

Up the hill and past the door, 

Here he walked — it seems to-day- - 
He a little cocked hat wore, 

And a coat of woollen grey. 

I was frightened at his view ; 

But ho said, to calm my fear, 

‘ Good day, my dear.* *’ 

Grandam ! did he speak to yon ? 

Did ho speak to you ? *’ ^ 

And you know the grand song of the “ Le Vioux 
Caporal ” singing on his way to be/Ms^V/^i for striking one 
of his new officers : — 

Qui la-bas sangloto ot regard e ? 

Eh ! e’est la veuve du tambour. 

En Russie, a rarriore-garde, 

J’ai porte son fils nuit et jour. 

Comme le pore, enfant ot femme 
Sans moi restaient sous les frimas ; 

Elle va prier pour mon amo : 

Consents, au pas ; 

Ne plourez pas ; 

Ne pleurez pas ; 

Marchez au pas, 

Au pas, au pas, au pas, au pas. 

Morbleu ! ma pipe s*est eteinte ; 

Non, pas encore. • . . Aliens, tant mieux ! 

Nous allons entrer dans I’enceinte : 

<Ja, ne me bandez pas les yeux, ^ 


^ From the translation by Robert Brough. 
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Mes amis . . . fache de la peine ; 

Surtout ne tirez point trop has : 

Et qu’au pays Dion vons ramene ! 

Conscrits, an pas ; 

No plourez pas ; 

Ne plenroz pas ; 

Marchcz au pas ; 

An pas, au pas, au pas, au pas. 

Compare wth these songs “ Denys Maitre d’ficole ” and 
the “ Dix-Mille Franes.” Then think of the probable 
effect on a people, ever inclined to forget the misfor- 
tunes, and to dwell on the splendours, of the past; 
ever ready to sen; the ridiculous side of the present 
situation. Imperialism owes its revival to B4ranger, 
iincotisciously, perhaps, because he could not foresee, 
only interpi’et. , 

Lastly, let us consider one or two of the moral songs. 
That song is moral, in its way, which is prompted by 
sympathy with thq sufferings and woes of our fellows. 
B4ranger is tender-hearted; he gives out of his slender 
store more than he can spare ; he sings out of the abun- 
dance of his love in pity and forgiveness. “ Poor soul ! ” 
he says, “ you suffer, let me help you as I can.” No 
reprimand, no rejjroach, no advice for the future, no 
lament for the past, falls from the lips of this moralist. 
He sees nothing — always being a chansonnier — but the 
present. Past and future, cause and consequence, do 
not exist for him. Like the lark, he lives for the day, 
feels for the day. Jeanne la Rousse, with^er three chil- 
dren, weeps for her husband the poacher, m prison — 

Un enfant dort a sa mamelle, 

Elle en porte un autre a son dos : 

^ L’ain^, qu’elle traine apres elle, 

G^le pieds nus dans ses sabots. 

H61as, des gardes qu’il courrouce, 

Au loin, lo pere est prisonnier. 
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Dieu, veillez sur Jeanne la Rousse : 

On a surprifi le braconnier. 

* ^ ^ 

Pauvres enfants ! chacun d’eux ponsso, 

Prais comme un bouton printanior. 

Dieu, veillez sur Jeanne la Rousse : 

On a surpris le braconnier. 

That the poacher is a criminal is nothing ; that His 
fate was to be expected is nothing ; that the misery is 
deserved is nothing. He can only see the misery. And 
with that, he sees, like the people in all ages, the cruel 
injustice of sending a man to prison for knocking down 
a hare that crosses his road. By what right does any 
man claim the wild creatures as his own ? Laws may be 
written down and exj)Oundcd. Y ou may teach people 
that they may not, you will never teach them that 
they ouyht not, to kill a partridge or a hare;. 

Next, it is an old vagabond who lies down in the ditch 
to die. That he has been always a man who would not 
work, that the miserable, squalid death is worthy of 
the miserable, squalid life, would involve a proposition 
in social economy too profound for the poet. He only 
sees the suffering. 

Dans ce fosse cessons do vivre : 

Je finis vieux, infirme et las. 

Or it is the poor blind woman who kneels on the 
church steps in the cold, covered with rags, and begs. 
Is she an impostor? Is she a bad and worthless crea- 
ture? Nevermind: she is suffering. 

Elle est aveugle, helas ! la pauvre femme : 

Ab ! faisons-lui la ebarite. 

There is nothing so bad, we are told, as indiscrimi- 
nate charity, and nothing so unreal as the glow of con- 
scious virtue which follows the relief of some street 
impostor. Perhaps it might be urged, on the other. 
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hand, that, there are dangers in charity by machinery. 
F>6ranger has but one method : when he sees misery he 
relieves it. Misery is in itself, indeed, a harsh adviser. 
When it vanishes, the pain .and shame of it linger still 
like the summer twilight. Thelessons of affliction, the me- 
mory of degradation, may be us(!d in two ways. They 
may degrade lower, or they may help to raise. Our sins 
may serve as stepping-stones to a higher level, or they 
may serve as millstones to drag us down. In either 
case l>6ranger would, if he were at hand, be ready to 
help anti sympathizti, with never a word of reproach or 
admonition, being, indct'd, the good Samaritan of fallen 
and bleeding humatiity, to whom our organized charities 
woidd fling by rule a coin wra])ped in a tract. It may 
be that some of our English Avretchcdness would be more 
effectually relieved by some of thtj French sentiment. 

It has always seemed to me thsit one of the most 
beautiful of Bdranger’s poems, and the most elevated 
in tone, is the “ Etoiles tpii filent.” That is the reason 
why I have kej)t it to the last, and essayed a translation 
of my own. 

“ Thon sayest, sliopliord, that a star 
Shines in the skies my fate to guide.’’ 

“ Yes, child, but in yon darkness far 

Thick veils of night its glimmering hide.” 

“ Shepherd, canst thou indeed divine 
The secrets of the far-otf spheres ? 

Then tell mo what yon brilliant line 
Means, as it shoots and disappears.” 

“ Know, child, whene’er a mortal dielj 
With him his star that moment falls — 

This, amid young and laughing eyes, 

While music echoed to the walls, 

Fell stricken lifeless o’er the wine 

Whoso praises fired his dying ears.” — 

“ See yet another star, whose line 
One instant gleams, then disappears.” 



LES BT0ILE8. 


439 


“ Child, ’twas a star sercno and bright, 

The star of one as pure and fair. 

A maiden blithe, a spirit light — 

The wedding festival proj)are : 

Her virgin brow with orange twine : 

Ring, wedding bells ; weep, hap])j tears — 

“ See, see, another shooting lino, 

That gleams and shines, and disappears.” 

^ 4k * ^ 

“ Weep, weep, my child, snch stars are rare. 

He gave his wealth to feed the poor. 

They glean from others’ store, but there 
They reaped a harvest groat and sure. 

When o’er the waste those homo-lights shine, 

The wanderer forgets his fears.” — 

“ See, sec, another gleaming lino 
That shoots across and disappears.” 

“ Yes, ’tis the star of some groat king. 

Go child, thy early virtue keep. 

Lot not thy star its glories fling 
To wake men’s ewvj from its sleep. 

With steady light bum clear and far ; 

So at the end look not to hear, 

’Tis but another shooting star — 

They shoot and gleam and disappear.” 

li^ranger sums up the poetry of tlic^ esprit (jaulois. In 
him is the gaiety of the trouvhres, the malice of the 
fabliaux^ the bonhomie of La FoTitaine, the clearness 
of Mavot, the bonne manib'e of Villon, the sense of 
Regnier. Something, at first inexplicable, there is which 
we miss in him. I have discovered what that is : we look 
to be led, and everywhere we find him following. Where 
the crowd is thickest, there is B^ranger ; where the tide 
is flowing, thither drifts his bark with all the rest ; amid 
the crowd w'c find their prophet; we look for the voice 
of a man and we hear the voice of the multitude. ' 

The chansonnier, above all artists, depends for success 
on the emotions and sympathies evoked by his subject, 
over and above the art with which he has treated it. 
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In general he would deprecate a too careful criticism. 
Bdranger, however, would seem to invite it; for his 
art is perfect. The tears, the laughter, the sympathies 
of his songs, are in the, words and the rhythm as well as 
in the subject. Here is no rude sculptor who depends 
upon the pathos of the theme, but one who, self-taught, 
has mastered the profoundest rules, of art — a poet after 
the heart of Pedant Boileau, who has yet never read 
the “ Art Po4tique.” 

One after the other, we have seen these French poets 
and humourists harping on the single strain of wasting 
life and coming death. Truly, they are in this respect 
as sad and hopeless as the Preacher : — “ This is one evil 
among all things that are done under the sun, that there 
is one event unto all. ... To him that is joined to all 
the living there is hope, for a living dog is better than 
a dead lion ; for the living know that they shall die ; 
but the dead know not anything, neither have they any 
more a reward; the memory of them is forgotten; 
their love, their hatred, their envy, is now perished, 
neither have they any more a portion for ever in any 
thing that is done under the sun.” 

The stern Israelite laments the loss of his hatred and 
his envy, but it is not either of these that th& light- 
hearted Frenchman regrets; it is his youth and his love. 
“ Le temps que jc regrette, c’est le temps quin’est plus.” 
And even Ronsard, breaking for once into a natural 
strain, sings with the rest : — 

Ma douce jouTence est pass6e : 

Adieu, ma lyre ; adieu, fillettes, 

Jadis mes douces amourettes ! 

! je n’ai plus en mon ddclin 
Qne le feu, le Hot et le vin. 

This intense love of life is a key-note — I struck it in 
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the first page — ^to all the French poetry, even that, out- 
side my limits, where we might look to find what we 
are accustomed to call loftier aims. It seems to me 
that there can be nothing loftier than to labour and feel 
for others; nothing more noble than, like B4ranger, to 
sympathize with the world ; like Rabelais, to cultivate 
the world ; like Moli^re, to remove the prejudices of the 
world ; and with all this, nothing more in accordance' 
with nature than to look on with sadness as the sunlit 
days slip faster and faster from our hands, as the twi- 
light follows the dawn ever more rapidly, as the winters 
stni more swiftly tear down the sununers, as the river 
rushes ever faster to the fall. 

And which of us, pray, does not feel this sadness ? What 
religion, what jihilosophy, what iaith was ever yet suffi- 
cient to make us grow old without regret, or contemplate 
death and separation with satisfaction ? We in England, 
less natural than the French, have agreed not to harp 
upon this great human sorrow, or at least to strike the 
chord of regret indirectly, “ in thinking of the days that 
are no more.” But to live the simpk; and self-denying 
life of B6ranger, to work, save, sjmre for others, to grow 
old in well-doing, and then, when the shadows gather 
which precede the night, to lie down with a sigh for 
the world we have found so full of love, and die, leaving 
the rest to the bon Dieu, proud, perhaps, like Boileau, 
that we have done no wrong, and helped on the world 
— is not this the course of a good man? It is, per- 
haps, a Pagan doctrine — one is astonished at times in 
considering how many Paganisms still prevail — but it 
has no lower an authority than the author of Ecclesi- 
astes. On the other hand, it is not the Paganism of 
Art, selfish in its cold and passionless abstraction, or 
still more selfish in its desire to wring for itself, at any 
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cost, from every passing moment, the utmost possible of 
ftfiBsion, raj)ture, and delight. 

And so my humourists are all alike. Every one, like 
Montaigne, might serve as a book of “ Hours ” for a 
Ninon de I’Enclos; in the face of every one the light 
clear eye that brightens for a pretty girl, for a song, for 
a feast, for spring-time and flowers, for a bon-mot, for 
an espidfflerie. We may see in all of them the same reso- 
lution to let others solve the insoluble, })ecring into that 
impenetrable blackness which lies between and beyond 
the stars ; we may recognize in all the same nimblciiess 
of wit, the same mai’vellous dexterity of language. 
And see how kind and tender-hearted they all arc; 
shut your eyes to some of their faults — indeed, I have 
hidden them as much as I could — and own the virtues 
of generosity, elasticity, and self-denial. I have care- 
fully abstained from instituting comparisons, but it re- 
mains now to claim, in the briefest manner, what may 
very possibly be disputed, superiority for the French 
over the English hiimourists. Rabelais has, I maintain, 
a finer wit than Swift ; we have no political satire so 
good as the “ Satyre M4nipp4e;’' we have no early 
English humour comparable for a moment with that 
of the fabliaux; avc have no letter-writer like Voiture; 
we have no teller of talcs like La Fontaine; and, lastly, 
we have no chansonnier like Beranger. 
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